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Lditorial 


Hamlet  asked  the  perplexing  though  interesting  question,  "What  is  a  man?"  He  ans- 
wered it  by  describing  man  as  an  animal  which  eats  and  sleeps,  but  one  that  has  been 
given  a  finer,  more  receptive  brain.  Intellectually,  spiritually,  and  physically,  every  man 
is  different.  He  is  a  sensitive  individual,  distinguished  by  his  own  marked  characteris- 
tics. He  is  unique,  a  solitary  figure,  capable  of  destruction,  yet  able  to  create  and  per- 
form wonders.  He  is  also  part  of  the  massive  population,  which  forms  our  world  today. 
He  is  independent  of  his  surroundings,  yet  his  character  is  influenced  by  his  situation. 
Man  is  seeking  a  personal  identity  by  which  he  will  be  known  and  respected.  He  is  also 
seeking  to  learn  about  people,  about  the  world,  about  life  —  for  through  learning  comes 
knowledge. 

Man  has  had  many  different  ideas  about  his  purpose  on  earth.  The  Buddhists,  for 
example,  believe  in  a  life  of  blissful  worship,  meditation,  and  devotion  in  the  form  of  com- 
plete tolerance.  They  follow  a  straight  path,  the  path  of  life  which  will  eventually  lead 
them  to  Nirvana,  a  state  of  peace  and  comfort.  However,  as  it  is  impossible  for  man  to 
live  a  perfect  existence,  one  free  from  sin,  a  Christian  explains  his  purpose  this  way:  he 
believes  that  by  accepting  his  position  in  society,  whether  he  be  a  doctor,  businessman, 
or  labourer,  and  by  making  the  best  of  his  abilities,  he  can  hope  to  fulfil  his  God-given 
purpose.  Every  man  wonders  why  he  was  created,  and  whether  it  was  by  accident  or 
by  a  divine  being.  After  finally  deciding  for  himself,  he  can  then  use  his  knowledge  to 
reach  the  goal  of  his  beliefs. 

We  also,  have  a  purpose.  We  must  strive  to  do  better  through  continual  efforts,  for, 
as  satisfaction  makes  us  complacent,  we  do  not  improve  ourselves.  We  must  meet  com- 
petition as  a  challenge.  In  this  way  civilization  progresses.  If  we  strive  for  a  purpose, 
our  knowledge  grows;  our  ideas,  based  on  knowledge  grow;  our  concept  of  God  grows 
clearer.  Those  of  us  who  are  Christians  believe  that  everything  we  do  affects  someone 
else;  this  is  how  Christianity  is  spread,  though  we  may  be  unaware  of  it  ourselves.  We 
are  what  we  believe:  what  we  believe  is  what  we  make  ourselves.  When  we  finally 
achieve  our  goal;  we  have  found  ourselves  through  our  purpose.  Then  we  can  say,  as 
Hamlet  said,   "What  a  piece  of  work  is  a   man!" 

ELIZABETH  WEBSTER 
School  Editor 


MISS  F.  B.  SHARMAN 
June,  1964 

No  words  can  express  adequately  the  contribution  that  Miss  Sharman  has  made  dur- 
ing her  half  century  of  teaching,  and  since  the  better  part  of  her  professional  career  has 
been  devoted  to  this  school,  her  contribution   has  been  extensive. 

Miss  Sharman  is  best  known  probably  in  the  Science  Laboratory  —  known  to  hund- 
reds of  our  alumnae  and  also  to  many  of  their  children.  She  is  known  not  only  by  our 
senior  students  whom  she  teaches  but  by  the  smallest  child  who  mysteriously  discovers 
that  Miss  Sharman  will  nurse  an  injured  bird  back  to  health,  harbour  a  snake,  show  keen 
interest  in  a  dead  owl,  classify  an  odd  stone,  a  piece  of  bone  or  a  wild  flower.  No  scien- 
tific speciman  is  ever  unimportant  to  Miss  Sharman  and  it  is  this  interest  which  she  has 
for  so  long  imparted  to  her  students. 

Although  it  is  some  years  since  Miss  Sharman  was  awarded  her  Master's  degree  in 
Science  at  Stanford  University  she  has  never  ceased  to  discover  opportunities  for  new 
courses  in  nuclear  physics  and  advanced  science.  For  this  reason  so  many  of  her  stu- 
dents have  succeeded  in  the  science  laboratories  of  both  Canadian  and  American  Uni- 
versities. 

As  Vice-Principal  for  the  last  few  years  Miss  Sharman  has  shared  the  duties  of  ad- 
ministration and  in  a  personal  way  she  has  been  a  true  friend  to  staff  and  students.  To 
a  dedicated   teacher,    to  a   loyal   friend   and  adviser,  we  bid  God-speed. 


VALEDICTORY 


OUR   HEAD  GIRL 
JANE   MOODY 


OUR    SCHOOL   CAPTAIN 
MARCIA   JACKSON 


June,  1964 

As  this  year's  graduating  class  looks 
back  on  our  experiences  here,  we  remember 
with  some  nostalgia  the  many  traditions  of 
this  School.  The  annual  events  have  be- 
come part  of  us,  especially  of  those  who 
have  frequented  these  halls  since  the  Junior 
School. 

Some  of  us  can  still  recall  the  Junior 
Hallowe'en  Parties  and  many  of  us,  the 
Christmas  Parties  in  the  residence.  Crepe 
paper  costumes,  cardboard  masks,  cookies 
and  ice  cream  whirl  in  our  memory  against 
t  background  of  black  and  orange.  Then, 
two  months  later,  comes  to  mind,  a  Christ- 
mas tree  laden  with  lights,  ornaments  and 
r.mall  presents,  confused  with  laughter  and 
Christmas  songs.  The  gaiety  of  these  two 
events  will  not  be  forgotten. 

The  Gymnastics  Displays  and  Field 
Days  also  bring  back  vivid  recollections 
Long  rehearsals  in  the  Playhouse,  dusty 
chairs,  brilliant  theatre  lights,  mats  and 
hoops  along  with  the  awful  stage-fright 
flutter  all  rush  back  with  amazing  clearness 
when  the  words  "Gym  Display"  are  mentioned.  Nor  can  we  forget  that  final  rush  to 
the  tape  either  on  flying  feet  or  in  cumbersome  sacks,  or  perhaps  through  tires  and  un- 
der benches.  The  House  loyalty  and  excitement  electrifies  the  fall  air  on  this  day  as 
does  the  stage  fright  and  anticipation  on  the   display  nights. 

More  subdued,  but  just  as  firmly  implanted  in  our  minds,  are  the  memories  of  Prayers 
and  the  Carol  Services.  I  am  sure  many  of  us  will  return  later  to  join  our  School  in  the 
Opening  Prayer,  a  hymn,  a  Bible  passage,  another  hymn,  and  to  hear  Miss  Murrell- 
Wright's  announcements.  With  the  memory  of  taking  the  part  of  the  Shepherd  boy,  a 
Shepherd,  a  King,  Mary  or  Joseph  in  the  Nativity  service,  the  Carol  Service  takes  on 
a  special  significance  for  those  of  us  who  have  played  these  parts.  Some  of  us  recall 
reading,  singing  in  the  Choir,  or  even  watch  ng  each  year  with  renewed  awe  the  scenes 
of  Bethlehem.  Associations  will  remain  of  lighted  Christmas  trees  dimly  illuminating  the 
Gymnasium  or  of  a  choir  bearing  lighted  candles  and  singing  "Once  in  Royal  David's 
City."  These  thoughts  of  Prayers  and  of  the  Christmas  Service  are  imprinted  clearly 
in  our  minds. 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  many  traditions  of  the  School  which  we  who  are  graduat- 
ing take  with  us  in  our  minds  as  we  move  on  to  Universities  or  into  Schools  of  Nurs- 
ing. I  could  reminisce  about  so  many  of  the  events  we  remember,  but  we  all  feel  glad 
that  we  shall  be  able  to  come  back  to  share  the  happy  events  that  will  always  belong  to 
this  School. 

JANE  MOODY 

Head  Girl 


THE    PREFECTS 

Standing  —  Roberta  Kipp  (Sports  Captain),  Marcia  Jackson  (School  Captain),  Alexandra 

Willis,  Elizabeth  Clough,  Katharine  Kilgour. 
Sitting  —  Jane  Moody  (Head  Girl),  Susan  Hutchings,  Ruth  Thomas,  Catherine  Gourley, 

Joanne  Brodie,  Janet  Harrison. 


CLARE  McCULLOCH 

One  of  our  former  students,  Clare  McCulloch  died  at  her  home  in  Winni- 
peg on  October  the  third,  1963.  She  had  spent  last  year  studying  at  Neuchatel 
Junior  College,  Switzerland,  where  she  successfully  completed  her  Senior 
Matriculation. 

It  has  been  only  a  year  since  Clare  was  at  Balmoral  Hall.  She  entered 
Grade  VII  in  1957  from  Grosvenor  School  and  was  an  excellent  student, 
placing  first  in  her  class  several  times.  Good  at  gym  and  sports,  she  was 
Sports  Captain  of  Glen  Gairn  House  and  played  on  the  School  Basketball 
team.  She  did  well  at  everything  she  tried,  and  was  never  satisfied  with  less 
than  her  best.  Clare  was  a  Prefect  in  Grade  XI,  served  on  the  Library 
Executive,  and  was  a  member  of  the  School  Choir.  Being  artistic,  she  was 
often  appointed  the  head  of  decorating  committees  for  dances,  and  many  of 
us  remember  her  famous  'pink  tree'. 

Clare's  last  effort  for  her  school  was  to  arrange  for  the  planting  of  a 
hedge,  the  gift  of  her  class  at  graduation.  As  the  hedge  grows,  we  will  con- 
tinue to  remember  her. 

Clare  endeared  herself  to  many  friends  for  she  was  always  full  of  fun. 
All  last  year  her  mother  was  visited  by  girls,  wanting  news  from  Switzerland. 
Many  of  her  former  class-mates  and  friends  returned  to  Balmoral  Hall  to  join 
the  School  on  Monday,  October  the  seventh  for  a  simple  and  beautiful 
Memorial   Service   conducted   by  Miss    Murrell-Wright. 


Balmoral   Ha!i 
June.   1964 

My  dear  Girls, 

As  another  year  draws  to  a  close,  I  ask  you  to  recall  the  poem  "This  Year  is  Your 
Ship."  When  you  steer  your  ship  into  the  harbour  at  the  end  of  June  will  you  be  satis- 
fied with  the  course  you  charted  for  yourself?  You  had  a  stop-over  at  Christmas  and 
Easter  to  examine  your  progress.  Some  of  you  proceeded  thereafter  more  cautiously 
and  with  a  clearer  vision  of  the  course  you  were  following;  and  some  of  you  became 
more  aware  of  the  reefs  and  cross-currents  that  were  jeopardizing  the  safety  of  your 
journey. 

I  would  like  to  say  a  brief  word  about  these  "reefs"  and  cross-currents"  as  they 
relate  to  your  year's  progress.  The  reefs  of  course  are  the  difficulties  you  encounter 
in  navigation.  These  difficulties  vary,  but  I  shall  mention  a  few.  Some  of  you  have  dif- 
ficulty in  concentrating,  in  working  independently  or  in  mastering  facts;  others  have  dif- 
ficulty following  instructions,  delving  below  the  surface,  or  finishing  assignments  in  a 
given  time.  The  "cross-currents"  are  the  distractions  that  will  always  beset  you  —  the 
telephone  interruptions,  the  television,  the  wandering  thoughts  and  day  dreams  that  you 
have   not  yet  learned  to  control. 

The  experienced  navigator,  and  each  year  you  should  be  more  experienced,  learns  to 
look  ahead  in  order  to  avoid  the  reefs,  and  to  steer  away  from  the  cross-currents  of 
distraction.  In  this  way  each  year  the  journey,  interesting  with  its  ever-changing  hori- 
zons,   and   challenging   with   its   demands  on    the  navigator,  can  be  safely  manoeuvered. 

My  last  thought  is  for  those  of  you  who  are  about  to  sail  your  ships  to  far-away- 
places.  I  join  with  Prospero  in  wishing  you  "Calm  seas,  propitious  gales  and  sail  so  ex- 
peditious"  as  may  bring   you,  after  a   happy    voyage,  to  a  safe  harbour. 

Yours  affectionately, 


0 


Special  Pre-School  Dates  For  September,  1964 

Senior  girls  are  asked  to  meet  in  the  Library  at  Balmoral  Hall  at  the  following  times 
to  arrange   courses  and  get   text  books. 

Tuesday,  September  8th  2  p.m.   —   Grades  X.  XI,  XII. 

4   p.m.    —    Head  Girl,   School   Captain 

and  Prefects  meet  in  the  Library 
to   plan  the   Opening. 

Wednesday.   September  9th  7  p.m.    —    Boarders    X.    XI,    XII    — 

Textbooks  and  courses. 
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Ebony  And  Ivories 

The  moment  I  stepped  through  the  door- 
way, I  was  overcome  with  the  feeling  that 
I  had  crossed  the  threshold  of  reality,  and 
had  stumbled  upon  another  world,  a  fifth 
dimension  that  lured  neurotic  victims  of  the 
twentieth  century  into  its  grasp  and  held 
them  there  relentlessly.  Silently  I  shook  my- 
self, and  thought,  not  without  amusement, 
that  if  I  continued  to  be  so  melodramatic, 
people  might  begin  to  wonder  whether  or 
not  I  was  in  complete  control  of  my  mental 
faculties. 

Actually,  it  was  just  a  crowded  Chicago 
bar  which  I  had  entered,  but  there  was 
something  about  that  small,  smoke-filled 
room,  an  ethereal  quality,  which  made  me 
think  of  things  fantastic.  I  paused  for  a 
moment  and  listened,  and  suddenly  became 
conscious  of  a  hauntingly  beautiful  melody 
which  drifted  lazily  throughout  the  room, 
casting  its  mysterious  spell  over  the  occu- 
pants and  holding  them  entranced.  I  realized 
that  it  was  those  strains  which  had  affected 
me  immediately  on  my  arrival,  and  even 
now  were  playing  upon  my  emotions.  Then 
the  music  stopped,  and  life  in  the  bar  re- 
sumed. 

I  checked  my  coat  and  wandered  over 
to  a  table  near  the  band,  seated  myself,  and 
ordered  a  drink.  By  the  time  I  was  served, 
the  transient  melody  had  begun  again,  ac- 
companied by  a  ripple  of  applause,  for  it 
was  an  old  favourite,  and  for  the  next  few 
minutes    I    relaxed,    sipping    my    drink,   and 


enjoying    the    exquisite,    slow    and    dreamy 
music. 

When  the  band  had  completed  their  re- 
pertoire and  had  gone  backstage  for  a  brief 
recess,  I  followed,  a  trifle  hesitantly,  for  I 
knew  that  they  would  not  relish  being  both- 
ered during  their  only  break  in  the  even- 
ing's work.  But  my  business  was  with  only 
one  of  the  musicians,  the  piano  soloist,  the 
man  whose  exceptional  artistry  was  draw- 
ing crowds  of  people,  and  would  draw 
crowds  more  in  years  to  come. 

He  was  not  seated,  smoking  and  chat- 
ting, with  the  rest  of  the  group,  but  was 
standing  by  himself,  resting  one  foot  on  a 
crate  and  leaning  upon  his  raised  knee,  gaz- 
ing fixedly  out  of  the  window,  and  inhaling 
deeply  as  he  smoked  a  cigarette.  When  I 
first  spoke  to  him,  he  seemed  not  to  hear, 
and  so  I  raised  my  voice  and  repeated  my- 
self. 

"Do  you  mind  if  I  smoke?''  A  pause. 
"See  those  stars  out  there?  In  a  way 
they're  like  people;  they  form  their  own 
private  little  groups,  and  they  won't  let  any 
others  into  the  group  because  they  might 
spoil  the  pattern.  Yes,  just  like  people."  The 
big  negro  sighed. 

Silence  for  a  moment,  then, 

"You're  Alan  Davids,  aren't  you?  I  saw 
you  in  the  audience,  and  guessed  what  you 
might  be  here  for." 

"That  s  right.  The  magazine  wants  a 
complete  biography.  You  know,  all  the 
usual  stuff  —  birth  date,  hometown,  child- 
hood sweetheart  —  the  works.  Then  there'll 
be   the  usual  plugs   —    "Rising   young   star 
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discovered;"  "Best  jazz  since  Basie."  You'll 
get  plenty  of  publicity;  we'll  get  an  original 
story,  and  everybody's  ahead." 

"Okay,"  he  sighed  again,  "I'll  tell  you 
my  life  story,  but  it  won't  be  quite  the  way 
you  want  it.    More  philosophical,  I  think." 

"Sure,  sure.  Just  don't  make  it  too  high- 
brow, or  you'll  scare  off  half  our  readers." 

"Well,  I  was  born  in  this  city  thirty 
years  ago,  the  youngest  of  eight  children, 
and  I've  lived  here  ever  since.  My  father 
was  a  fine  tailor,"  a  note  of  pride  crept  into 
his  voice,  "and  financially  we  were  fairly 
well  off,  but  socially  .  .   .   ! 

"You'd  think  that  in  Chicago,  being  as 
far  north  as  it  is,  there  would  be  little  racial 
discrimination,  but  you're  wrong!  We  were 
the  only  negro  family  living  in  this  white 
residential  district,  and  the  other  families 
made  our  lives  miserable,  the  kids,  by  teas- 
ing us,  and  the  parents,  by  snubbing  Ma 
and  Pa. 

"Right  then  and  there,  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  become  somebody  that  white  peopie 
would  admire,  and  raise  up  on  a  pedestal  as 
someone  special,  with  a  very  special  talent. 
Then,  from  my  greater  height,  I  could  mock 
them  and  their  feigned  superiority,  as  once 
from  their  make-believe  pedestal,  they  had 
mocked  me."  This  last  was  spoken  with  a 
sneer. 

"And,  dammit.  I've  done  it!  When  I  look 
up  from  the  keyboard  while  I'm  playing  and 
see  those  fickle  fools  listening  entranced, 
but  privately  wondering  how  a  "dirty  nig- 
ger" could  be  so  damned  talented,  I  think 
how  much  above  those  inhuman  creatures 
I  really  am.  And  you,  Mr.  Alan  Davids, 
you  are  one  of  them!" 

By  this  time,  he  had  become  quite  upset, 
and  had  raised  his  voice  considerably,  at- 
tracting the  attention  of  the  other  musicians. 
As  he  was  outwardly  a  shy  and  unpreten- 
tious man,  he  immediately  lowered  his  voice, 
and,  with  a  quiet,  mirthless  laugh,  spoke, 
"Now  that  I've  put  across  all  my  moral 
views,  I'll  get  on  with  the  vital  facts  of  my 
unwarranted   existence." 

Later,  when  the  band  had  resumed  play- 
ing, and  I  was  once  again  seated  at  my  table, 
I  realized  how  much  less  enjoyable  his 
music  was  now  that  I  knew  that  his  calm 
and  smiling  exterior  was  just  a  mask  of  pre- 
tence, to  cover  up  the  bitter  hatred  which 
was  burning  inside  him.  But  though  I  dis- 
agreed with  his  beliefs,  and  hated  the  force 
which  was  sucking  the  very  life-blood  from 
him.   I   held  a   grudging   admiration   tor   this 


great  musician,  and  I  resolved  that  the  bio- 
graphy which  would  run  through  the 
presses  in  less  than  forty-eight  hours  would 
contain  none  of  those  twisted  thoughts  of 
revenge,  but  would  be  merely  a  simple  ac- 
count of  what  was  actually  a  complex  man. 

NANCY  LITTLE— Grade  X 


The  Storm 

Deliberately 

Grey  clouds  gather  an  omnipresent  gloom, 

Depressing   .  .  . 

Imperceptibly 

The  breeze  bows  to  a  heavy  torrid  heat, 

Oppressing   .  .  . 

Majestically 

Thunder-rolls  rip  the  despotic  air, 

Impressing   .  .  . 

Angrily 

Brilliant  bolts  sear  a  funereal  sky, 

Frightening  .  .  . 

Slowly 

A  silver  sphere  slithers  along  the  pane 

Relieving   .   .  . 

Gradually 

A  revengeful  sun  pierces  the  palpable  shell 

Heightening   .   .  . 

Enlightening   .   .  . 

Brightening   .   .   . 

JANE  MOODY— Grade  XII 

Tell  Them  I  Came" 

There  was  a  great  feeling  of  tension 
and  expectation  among  the  people  who 
stood  in  the  cold  solemn  line.  They  were 
outside  the  school  house  in  a  poor  area  of 
West  Berlin,  waiting  patiently  in  hope  of 
getting  a  pass  to  go  into  the  "Forbidden 
Half"  to  see  loved  ones  they  had  left  be- 
hind. As  I  looked  down  the  line  at  the  miles 
of  drawn  and  anxious  faces,  I  was  struck 
by  the  face  of  a  young  girl  who  appeared  to 
be  no  older  than  fifteen.  She  stood  there 
;n  an  old  grey  coat  and  a  red  knitted  scarf 
with  a  lock  of  dark  brown  hair  hanging  in 
one  eye.  Her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears 
and  her  mouth  was  set  in  a  straight  line  in 
determination  to  keep  back  the  tears.  She 
looked  as  though  she  had  been  standing 
there  for  hours  for  her  face  was  red  and 
she  was  slapping  her  hands  together  to  bring 
back  the  circulation. 

Overcome  by  curiosity,  I  went  over  and 
spoke  to  her.    After  some  hesitation  she  ex- 
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plained  that  she  wished  to  get  a  pass  to  see 
her  grandparents,  her  only  relatives,  who 
were  well  on  in  years.  I  was  filled  with  pity 
for  this  child,  who  at  the  age  of  about  thir- 
teen, had  come  over  to  the  west  with  her 
parents,  who  had  been  killed,  and  now 
whose  only  wish  was  to  see  her  grand- 
parents again  before  they  died. 

I  watched  her  as  she  entered  the  school 
house  and  followed  her  in  hope  of  hearing 
the  interview.  As  I  entered  I  heard  an  of- 
ficer ask  in  German: 

"What  is  your  name?" 

"Anna  Veriskovsky,"  came  the  reply. 

"What  is  your  age?" 

"Fifteen." 

"What  relatives  have  you  in  East  Ber- 
lin whom  you  wish  to  see?" 

"My  only  relatives,  my  grandparents. " 

"What  are  their  names,  and  where  do 
they  live?" 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nick  Veriskovsky.  They 
live,  I  think,  on  Hamburg  Street." 

"Your  reason  for  wishing  to  see  them?" 

"My  -  My  grandparents  are  very  old 
and  will  die  soon.  I  -  I  wish  to  see  them 
before  they  die." 

That  was  all  I  heard  and  a  few  minutes 
later  I  saw  the  officer  get  up  to  confer  with 
another  officer.  Anna  sat  rigid  in  her  chair 
with  her  hands  in  her  lap. 

About  five  minutes  later  he  came  back 
and  handed  her  a  piece  of  paper.  As  she 
turned  around  I  saw  the  tears  running  down 
her  face  —  she  had  got  the  pass. 

Annas  big  day  was  the  twenty-second 
of  December  between  the  hours  of  eleven 
and  six.  She  had  a  week  of  preparation 
and  waiting. 

During  that  week  Anna  and  I  became 
good  friends.  She  made  preparations  and 
with  the  little  money  she  had  she  bought 
presents  for  her  grandparents;  a  handker- 
chief for  her  grandfather  and  a  piece  of 
soap  for  her  grandmother.  In  spite  of  these 
preparations,   time   passed  very  slowly. 

Finally  the  twenty-second  arrived  and 
Anna,  her  parcels  under  her  arm,  started 
out.  I  met  her  at  the  checkpoint  and  we 
walked  through  together,  for  I  had  a  pass 
to  see  my  mother  that  day.  I  offered  to  help 
her  find  the  house.  We  walked  up  and 
down  various  streets  near  the  wall  until 
Anna  spotted  the  house. 

Boldly  she  walked  up  to  the  door  and 
knocked.  A  large  gruff-looking  man  opened 
it  and  peered  down  at  her.    Meekly  she  in- 


quired, "Do  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nick  Veriskov- 
sky live  here?" 

"Yes,"  he  replied,  "but  they  have  gone 
to  the  country  to  be  with  a  friend  who  is 
very  ill." 

"When  will  they  be  back?" 

"Not  until  about  eight-thirty  tonight," 
came  the  reply. 

"Oh,"  replied  Anna  after  a  long  pause. 
Then  with  tears  in  her  eyes  she  added,  "I'm 
Anna  Veriskovsky,  their  granddaughter. 
Tell  them  I  came." 

RUTH  THOMAS— Grade  XI 

Leaves 

Born  from  sticky  buds  they  burst 
In  riches  green  and  beauty  first: 
Then  steals  in  glory  to  o'ercome  each  fringe 
The  gold  and  crimson  with  sunlight  tinged; 
The  wind,  the  cold,  the  frost  foretell 
The  nearness  of  the  deepening  spell, 
While  parent  sheds  the  dead  from  high, 
Whose  strength   diminished  with  beauty's 

rise, 
Like  tears  that  spring  from  growing  love 
Fall  from  the  darkening  sky  above; 
They  float  and  swirl  in  eddy  spray, 
Flames  that  triumph  o'er  shades  of  day, 
And  they  as  only  nature's  slave, 
Fall  at  measure  to  their  grave. 

MARCIA  JACKSON— Grade  XII 

Ordeal  At  High  Noon 

The  house  was  hushed.  Then,  sudden- 
ly, an  ear-piercing  scream  shattered  the 
silence.  I  could  put  it  off  no  longer.  Day 
after  day  these  unfortunate  occurrences 
happened  —  followed  by  scenes,  tears  and 
tantrums.  Life  was  too  short  and  no  human 
being  should  have  to  endure  this.  Why- 
must  I  be  the  one  continually  selected  for 
this  job?  I  who  am  sought  everywhere; 
but  it  must   be  done! 

Quickly  I  hurried  up  the  stairs.  As  1 
paused  at  the  door,  once  again  doubts  arose 
in  my  mind,  but  these  were  overcome  by  the 
thought  that  "if  'twere  done,  when  tis  done, 
then  'twere  well  it  were  done  quickly."  So, 
I  seized  my  victim  and  hurried  into  the  next 
room.  Then  the  struggle  began!  Eventually 
I  forced  him,  writhing  and  wriggling  onto 
the  cold  table  top.  With  my  knee  on  his 
arms  and  my  elbows  against  his  legs,  he 
was  trapped  at  last.  Quickly  I  grasped  a 
strip  of  rough  white  cloth  and  again  forced 
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back  the  squirming  mass  of  flesh.  He  was 
screaming  loudly  by  this  time,  but  for  him  no 
help  was  in  sight 

Slowly  I  reached  for  the  sharp  utensil 
by  my  side  As  I  picked  it  up,  a  ray  of  sun 
bounced  off  the  tip  making  it  seem  even 
more  deadly  A  shiver  ran  through  my  vic- 
tim's body  as  I  continued  to  move  it  towards 
him.  The  noise  now  increased  and  sudden- 
ly with  a  vicious  kick  I  was  thrown  back 
against    the   cold    white   wall    of    the    room. 

My  shattered  victim  watched  the  spear- 
like object  with  fear  and  dread.  Slowly 
I  lowered  the  instrument,  and,  just  as  it  drew 
near  the  spot  where  it  was  to  enter  the  cloth, 
my  victim  wriggled  out  of  my  grasp.  Quick- 
ly I  pulled  it  away  so  as  not  to  draw  any  un- 
necessary blood. 

The  tedious  task  must  begin  again.  As 
I  brought  the  glistening  point  near  the  target, 
I  had  to  tighten  my  grasp  on  the  quaking 
mass  below  me. 

Slowly,  I  brought  the  point  towards  the 
place;  tears  now  gushed  from  my  victim's 
eyes.  I  touched  the  spot  and  began  to 
push  it  into  the  soft  white  mass;  then  with 
a  thrust  it  was  through;  it  was  finished  at 
last  —  the  diaper  was  pinned! 

PATRICIA  PENNOCK— Grade   X 

Lament 

A  shot,  a  bullet,  the  assassin  strikes! 
All  the  world  drops  its  flag  to  half-mast. 
Tears   roll   down   bewildered  faces, 
Eyes  are  filled   with  both  pain  and   fear. 

He  was  not  "our"  President, 
Yet,  at  his  death,  we  too  cried. 
She  was  not   "our"  First  Lady, 
But  at  her  side  we  suffered. 

Together  we  stood,    friend  and   foe. 
Together   we   murmured  a   prayer. 
In  sorrow  we  assembled  —  united. 
We  became  equal   —   one  in  brotherhood. 
JUDITH  DOWLER— Grade  X 

"  But  That  Was  In 
Another  Country..." 

"Damn,"  said  Heinrich  Bonner.  This 
was  accompanied  by  such  a  violent  pound 
of  his  fist  on  the  wooden  table  that  the 
naked  light  bulb,  dangling  from  the  paint- 
chipped  ceiling,  swung  frantically  for  a  few 
seconds. 

The  little  old  man  across  the  table  broke 
into  convulsive  fits  of  laughter.    He  lowered 


his  head  to  his  chest,  hunched  his  shoulders 
and  pounded  his  knee,  literally  howling  with 
with  mirth.  He  had  won  another  chess 
game.  "Shall  we  have  another?"  he  queried. 
Heinrich  nodded.  While  the  old  man 
arranged  the  board,  Heinrich  looked  around 
the  room.  The  scene  repulsed  him.  In  each 
corner  there  was  an  iron  cot,  while  the 
wood  stove  in  the  centre  of  the  room  pro- 
vided the  only  heat.  The  table  and  four 
chairs  were  the  only  other  pieces  of  furni- 
ture. A  glance  through  the  window  into 
the  grey  gloom  of  the  morning  showed  a 
hundred  and  fifty  of  these  one-room  cabins, 
all  with  the  same  miserable  furnishings. 

But  the  game  was  set.  The  old  man 
leaned  forward  in  his  chair  and  rubbed  hi? 
chin  in  deep  contemplation.  His  sharp,  black 
eyes  seemed  level  with  the  players  as  he 
scrutinized  each  move.  Heinrich  shoved  his 
queen  halfway  across  the  board  with  the 
tip  of  his  forefinger  and  said  dully,  "Your 
move." 

"Three  months  in  this  place,  and  what 
do  we  have?  Nothing."  He  placed  his  long 
slender  fingers  over  his  greying  temples, 
and  silently  wished  that  Marta  were  there. 
He  glanced  down  at  the  gold  ring  on  the 
smallest  finger  of  his  left  hand.  She  had 
given  it  to  him  before  the  escape.  "In  case 
I  do  not  succeed,"  she  had  said.  "If  I  do, 
you  can  give  it  back,"  she  had  added  with 
a  laugh."  Her  life  had  been  sacrificed  in 
coming  with  her  family  into  a  worse  situa- 
tion than  before.  Heinrich  Bonner  had  been 
a  bank  manager,  but  now  he  was  unem- 
ployed. 

Again  the  air  was  shattered  with  Herr 
Schneider's  raucous  laugh.  He  had  seized 
Heinrich's  queen.  "I  sometimes  think  the 
trip  would  have  been  worth  it  only  if  we 
could  have  left  him  behind,"  muttered  Hein- 
rich bitterly. 

The  door  creaked  open.  Heinrich  was 
on  his  feet.  "Hans,  my  boy,"  he  cried,  half 
jovially,  "How  was  it?"  A  tall  boy  of  about 
twenty  had  entered  the  room.  His  straight 
blond  hair  fell  over  sad  blue  eyes  and  a 
face  too  worn  for  the  boy's  age. 

"Nothing.  Nothing  at  all.  Same  old  ans- 
wer, 'We  have  nothing  at  present,  but  we 
will  contact  you  if  anything  becomes  avail- 
able.' Of  course  we  both  know  it  will  not." 
Hans  pounded  his  fists  together.  "Refugee! 
We  are  branded  as  undesirable  before  we 
begin.  Because  we  are  in  large  numbers  Wc 
are    labelled    with    the   same    mentality    and 
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ability.  West  Berlin  —  city  of  hope  and 
Drosperity!" 

"Hans,  before  the  war,  all  Germans 
were  equal,  West  Germans,  East  Germans, 
all  Germans.  Germany  was  one  country 
and  Berlin,  a  united  capital  city.  But  now," 
here  he  threw  up  his  hands  in  despair,"  the 
allies  have  split  our  country  in  two,  and 
who  knows  which  is  the  better  side  to  be 
on!" 

The  chess  board  crashed  to  the  floor. 
The  old  man  raised  himself  to  his  feet.  All 
mirth  had  vanished  from  his  face.  "You 
should  be  ashamed,  both  of  you.  Which 
side  of  the  wall  should  you  be  on?  This  side, 
of  course!  Do  you  see  foreign  soldiers 
marching  up  and  down  in  the  streets?  Are 
you  chased  off  the  street  at  ten  o'clock  at 
night?  Are  you  forced  to  live  under  a  gov- 
ernment you  loathe? "  The  old  man  paused 
for  breath."  As  for  jobs,  they  will  come. 
You  cannot  hope  to  find  a  situation  com- 
parable to  the  one  you  left  behind,  yet.  But 
gradually  things  will  improve." 

"But  why  can  we  not  get  jobs?"  asked 
Hans,  "Most  of  us  have  ability  and  are 
willing." 

"Ah.  yes,  Hans,"  replied  the  old  man. 
"but  can  you  expect  one  city  suddenly  to 
fill  positions  for  the  thousands  who  enter 
every  month?  Yes,  long  ago,  there  were  no 
refugees,  but  that  was  in  another  country." 

JANET  HARRISON— Grade  XI 

A  Bitter  Memory 

A  large  gnarled  hand  swiftly  and  care- 
fully stitches  with  the  awkward  needle  and 
coarse  thread.  The  strong  wrists,  thick  from 
years  of  pulling  in  full  nets,  firmly  hold  the 
hemp  taut.  The  deep-set,  steel-blue  eyes 
steadily  gaze  at  the  work  before  them,  as  the 
large  fingers  skilfully  mend  the  holes. 

The  nets  finished,  he  rises  from  h  i  s 
bench  under  a  shading  tree,  and  stands 
straight  and  tall,  with  shoulders  thrown 
back.  Legs  apart,  he  slightly  sways  from 
foot  to  foot,  as  though  he  were  on  the  deck 
of  a  gently  rocking  boat.  Walking  down 
the  pier  with  big  strides  and  head  high,  he 
breathes  deeply,  as  though  he  were  taking 
a  store  of  the  salty  sea-air. 

While  calling  to  a  ship-mate,  his  eyes 
quickly  move  across  the  horizon,  and  a  faint 
smile  flckers  across  his  face.  His  wrinkled, 
weather-beaten  complexion,  darkened  from 
windburn,  relaxes  a  little.  A  deep  sigh  comes 


from  within  the  sturdy  body.  "The  sailing 
will  be  good  today,"  he  says  to  himself 
quietly. 

"The  nets  laid  out  yesterday?" 

"Yes.  They're  full  now.  The  tuna  run 
strong,  and  fast,  and  they  are  big.  We  have 
good  catch,  good  catch  today." 

The  many  crew  members  climb  onto  the 
deck  of  the  "Messana",  named  after  its 
home  port.  The  fast  vessel  seems  almost  to 
fly  as  it  swiftly  skims  through  the  choppy 
waters.  Being  only  a  short  distance  from 
the  port,  the  nets  are  reached  quickly.  There 
other  fishermen  and  their  boats  join  the 
"Messana". 

The  tedious  job  of  pulling  the  nets,  se- 
curing them,  hooking  the  many  large  tuna, 
and  then  hauling  them,  one  by  one  into  the 
holds  of  the  crafts,  is  begun.  The  mighty 
fish  are  heavy  and  thrash  about,  making  it 
difficult  to  keep  them  on  the  grapples.  One 
slides  sideways  onto  the  deck.  The  men 
quickly  bend  forward,  to  duck  the  swishing 
tail  of  the  large  tuna. 

A  great  splashing  changes  the  deep  blue 
wave  into  white  foam  and  salt  spray.  A  giant 
tuna  is  not  to  be  convinced  that  he  is  going 
to  be  hauled  aboard  with  the  rest  of  his 
kind.  There  is  a  moment  when  the  strong 
men  slightly  relax  their  arms  so  that  they 
may  fight  with  the  large  tuna  a  little  more. 

The  strong  tail  of  the  tuna  lashes  out; 
there  is  a  muffled  voice,  sudden  movement, 
splashing.  Seconds  later,  a  cry  of  anguish 
rings  out,  so  piercing  that  even  the  gulls 
pause  in  their  wild  screaming.  The  fervent 
cries  of,  "Man  overboard!  Cut  the  engines! 
Man  overboard!"  are  heard,  as  all  the  men 
rush  to  the  boat's  side.  A  man  shouts,  "Carl! 
Carl!  Someone  get  the  ropes!  Carl!  We  save 
you.  Are  you  safe?  Carl!" 

A  fait  moan  is  heard  and  then  the  answer 
comes. 

"No,  leave  me  .  .  .  you  .  .  .  cannot  .  .  . 
save  me  .  .  .  the  tuna  .  .  .  the  tuna  more 
impor  .  .  .  tant.  My  leg  ..."  A  gasp  is 
heard. 

The  heavy  woollen  caps  come  off  each 
bent  head  as  Carl  disappears  in  the  warm 
Mediterranean. 

Giovanni  Dallaszandro  shakes  himself 
abruptly. 

"Remembering  fate  of  dear  Carl  will 
never  get  this  net  mended,"  he  mutters,  and 
begins  once  more  to  mend  a  net  he  has 
mended  a  hundred  times  before  —  the  same 
net  he  mended  the  day  of  Carl's  death. 

MARILYN  WILLIAMS— Grade  IX 
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Spring  Is  Coming 

Spring  is  coming!  The  snow  starts  to  melt. 
The  sun  climbs  higher  and  higher  each  day; 
The  cold  winds  cease  blowing, 
The  river  starts  flowing, 
The  ice  on  the  pond 
Is  wending  its  way. 

Spring  is  coming!  See  birds  flying  home. 
And  buds  burst   forth   from  their  long 

winter's  rest. 
The  valleys  are  ringing, 
With  meadow  larks  singing, 
And  the  world  in   Spring   freshness 
Is  wondrously  dressed. 

DEBORAH  FERGUSON— Grade  VII 

A  Surprised  Robber 

The  five  children,  Bill,  Steve,  Laura, 
Debbie  and  Michael  were  working  diligent- 
ly on  a  muddy  river  bank.  They  had  de- 
cided to  make  their  own  boat  and  sail  brave- 
ly over  the  river  which  had  a  vicious  cur- 
rent. The  children  loved  to  go  on  exciting 
adventures.  "How  Id  love  to  pretend  to 
be  Christopher  Columbus,"  said  Steve 
dreamily. 

"You  11  never  be  able  to  be  Columbus 
until  we  get  this  boat  finished,  so  get  busy, " 
replied   Michael. 

The  next  day  the  boat   looked   ready. 

"I  hope  that  after  all  this  work  our  new 
boat  floats!"  exclaimed  Laura,  who  looked 
very  worried. 

After  a  discussion,  they  decided  to  take 
the  boat  to  the  river  to  test  it. 

Suddenly  out  of  nowhere  an  exhausted 
man  came  running  down  to  them.  He  had 
a  "hard"  face  with  a  big  scar.  He  grabbed 
the  boat  and  started  for  the  river.  The 
children  ran  after  him  shouting  and  scream- 
ing, but  they  could  not  stop  him.  Helpless, 
they  watched  the  man  put  their  boat  into 
the  water  and  start  to  paddle  away  from 
shore! 

As  they  walked  away  from  the  river 
they  heard  a  siren  and  soon  a  car  appeared. 
A  policeman  stepped  out  and  asked,  "Have 
you  seen  a  man  with  a  scar  and  wearing 
a  black  torn  jacket?" 

The  children  were  laughing  so  hard  that 
they  hardly  managed  to  say,  "Yes!"  Grad- 
ually Debbie  told  the  police  that  they  had 
just  finished  their  new  boat  and  he  had 
stolen  it  from  them. 


The  police  were  astonished,  and  the 
first  one  exclaimed,  "Why  are  you  laugh- 
ing? He  just  happens  to  be  a  robber!'  With 
this  the  children   laughed   all  the  more. 

"We  had  just  finished  our  boat  and 
were  on  our  way  to  test  it.  We  don't  seem 
to  be  very  good  boat-builders  because  the 
boat  sank  and  the  poor  robber  is  now  hav- 
ing a  very  difficult  time  in  the  river." 

The  police  ran  to  the  river  bank. 

"Help!  Help!"  cried  the  robber.  The 
police  got  some  rope  and  pulled  the  ex- 
hausted man  out.  He  gave  the  police  the 
"sopping"  money  which  he  had  stolen. 

The  police  asked  the  five  children  what 
they  were  going  to  do  with  the  reward. 

"I  know!  We  can  buy  a  new  boat  that 
floats!" 

"Oh  boy!  Then  I'll  be  able  to  be  Colum- 
bus,"  exclaimed  little  Steve  with  a  smile. 

ANNE  GARDNER— Grade   VII 


Wild  And  Free 

A  roaring  river,  an  eagle's  flight, 
A  lone  wolf's  howl  on  a  silent  night, 
A  raging  blizzard,  a  stormy  sea  — 
Strangely  appealing,  wild  and  free. 
A  bottomless  canyon,  a  forest  fire, 
An  unchallenged  peak  with  snow-capped 

spire, 
A  tiger  prowling  with  vengeful  glee; 
Majestic,  fearsome,  wild  and  free. 
A  sudden  flood,  clouds  rent  asunder 
By  lightning  bolts  and  Thor's  fierce  thunder. 
Wild   steeds   running   with   graceful   glee; 
Awesome  but  lovely,  wild  and  free. 
A  royal  buck  with  antlers  crowned, 
A  silent  morning  with  sudden  sound 
Of  wild  geese  honking.    This  must  be 
How  God  wants  creatures  —  wild  and  free. 

KATHRYN  NEILSON— Grade  X 


ELIZABETH    HUNDEVAD 


16 


The  Uncrowned  King 

Noble  and  God-fearing  men  went  to  war 
To  fight  for  a  purpose  as  never  before. 
Despite  the  fact  that  they  seldom  were  paid. 
The  people  grew  frenzied  to  join  the 
Crusade. 

By  Godfrey  Bouillon,  the  first  movement 

was  led; 
For  week  after  week  over  Europe  they  sped. 
He  persevered  till  he  reached  what  he 

sought   — 
Jerusalem  at  last  was  from  Turkish  rule 

brought. 

They  chose  Godfrey  as  king  during  that 

day; 
The  people  rejoiced,  but  all  Godfrey  did  say 
Was,  "Hear!  I  refuse  to  accept  my  gold 

crown 
For  t  was  here  that  my  Saviour  wore  one 

of  thorn." 

JANE  FERGUSON— Grade  VIII 

The  Revenge  Of  The  Old 
Bell-Ringer 

The  old  church  in  Adelaide  had  been 
standing  longer  than  anyone  could  remem- 
ber. Its  five  bells  chimed  every  noon  and 
midnight.  The  elderly  bell-ringer,  Elias 
Johns,  was  almost  a  legend  in  the  little  town. 
People  knew  that  he  was  beyond  one  hund- 
red years  old,  but  none  knew  exactly  how 
old  he  was.  Old  Elias  was  a  dear,  kindly 
old  man,  and  grown-ups  and  children  alike 
loved  him. 

On  a  rainy  autumn  day,  an  elaborately- 
decorated  four-horse  carriage  stopped  in 
front  of  a  small  hotel  in  Adelaide.  Out  of 
the  carriage  stepped  a  lean,  stooping,  evil- 
eyed  man  dressed  impeccably  in  black  silk, 
hith  a  top-hat,  carrying  a  heavy  oak  cane. 
His  eyes  were  hollow  and  resembled  slits 
cut  in  his  head.  His  inhumanly  pale  face  had 
many  wrinkles  and  a  sharply  protruding 
chin. 

The  man  limped  into  the  hotel.  "Matthias 
Groon  is  the  name."  His  oily  voice  slithered 
over  the  words.  The  attendant  at  the  desk 
nodded. 

"Yes,  sir",  he  amiably  replied. 

"I  want  a  small  room  overlooking  the 
road,"  Groon  rejoined  and  he  added,  "with 
easy  access  to  the  door,  for  I  have  heard 
that  this  place  is  a  terrible  fire  hazard  and 
if  it  should  catch  fire,  I  will  want  either  to 
jump  out  of  the  window  or  dash  oht  by  the 
door." 


"Yes,  sir,"  again  replied  the  attendant; 
"that  will  be  four  shillings." 

Groon  pulled  the  money  out  of  his  wal- 
let, and  flicked  it  at  the  attendant. 

From  that  time  on  he  was  seldom  seen 
except  at  meal  times  or  in  the  saloon. 

One  midnight,  two  weeks  later,  Groon 
silently  crept  out  of  the  hotel  to  the  bank 
beside  the  church.  At  the  same  time  Old 
Elias  had  risen  from  bed  and  was  about  to 
ring  the  midnight  chime.  He  chanced  to 
glance  out  of  the  turret  window  and  saw 
Groon  enter  the  bank.  "Something  is  wrong; 
I've  heard  that  this  Groon  is  not  a  nice 
character,"  he  thought. 

A  few  minutes  later,  Elias,  too,  had  en- 
tered the  bank.  Unfortunately  he  tripped 
and  Groon,  hearing  this,  knew  that  he  had 
been  followed.  He  waited  in  hiding  for  Old 
Elias  and  then  strucg  him  over  the  head 
with  his  cane.  He  cracked  the  safe  con- 
taining two  thousand  pounds,  and  vanished 
from  Adelaide  with  every  penny. 

When  morning  came,  the  banker  found 
Old  Elias  on  the  floor.  He  sent  for  a  doctor, 
who  pronounced  Elias  dead. 

Meanwhile  one  hundred  miles  away 
Matthias  Groon  gloated  over  his  ill-gotten 
gains.  One  thing,  however,  troubled  him. 
Although  a  master  thief  for  over  twenty 
years,  he  had  never  before  murdered  a  man. 
This  weighed  heavily  on  his  conscience. 

That  night  he  heard  footsteps  climbing 
up  the  stairs  to  his  suite.  His  heart  began 
to  pound  in  his  sunken  bosom,  and  his  blood 
ran  cold  in  his  veins.  "Somebody  else  must 
have  seen  me  kill  that  old  gaffer  and  rob 
the  bank,  and  have  told  on  me!  Now  the 
police  are  on  my  trail!"  Groon  panicked  at 
the  thought.  The  footsteps  kept  climbing 
and  climbing.  But,  by  the  time  the  cock  had 
crowed,  the  footsteps  were  heard  no  more, 
and  the  perspiration  stopped  streaming 
down  his  cheeks. 

Although  the  night's  tortures  were  all  a 
man  could  bear,  the  day  had  still  more  in 
store  for  Groon.  He  thought  he  could  cool 
his  nerves  in  a  beer  at  the  saloon,  but  as  he 
walked  in,  to  his  utter  horror  the  bar  tender 
was  nobody  but  Elias  Johns!  This  was  too 
much  for  Groon,  his  face  turned  a  ghastly 
hue  and  he  ran  as  fast  as  his  shaking  limbs 
could  carry  him  to  his  suite.  The  ghostly 
bar  tender's  hideous  laugh  rang  in  his  ears 
all  day.  In  his  suite,  dumbfounded,  and  hor- 
ror-stricken he  stared  into  the  oil  lamp,  but 
then  there  was  Elias  John's  distorted  face 
laughing    that    spine-chilling    laugh!    A    few 
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seconds  later,  it  was  the  lamp  again. 

Groon's  tortures  lasted  for  days  until 
he  gradually  began  to  waste  away  with  lack 
of  food  and  sleep.  Once  he  staggered  from 
his  apartment  a  month  later,  to  buy  a  meal. 
Out  of  another  door  at  the  same  time  came 
Elias  Johns  and  Groon  fainted  on  the  stair. 

One  night,  the  footsteps  were  louder 
than  they  had  ever  been.  All  of  a  sudden 
the  door  burst  open  and  the  room  became 
unbearably  hot.  A  flaming  chariot  driven 
by  Elias  and  drawn  by  two  fiends  rumbled 
in.  Stopping  the  chariot,  Elias  chanted  in  a 
monotone,  "You  have  been  weighed  on  the 
Scales  of  Truth  and  are  found  wanting! 
Your  sentence  —  Eternity  in  deepest  Hell!" 

"O  ye  spirits,  give  me  mercy;  give  me 
mercy,  I  beg  of  you!"  shrieked  Groon,  gro- 
velling at  Elias  s  feet. 

"Nay!  No  mercy!"  cried  Elias,  and  with 
that  he  threw  Groon  into  the  chariot  and 
whisked  him  away. 

In  the  morning,  the  maid  came  to 
Groon's  suite  to  change  the  sheets.  She 
knocked,  but  hearing  no  answer,  entered 
and  perceived  the  occupant  lying  on  the 
floor,  hideously  contorted.  She  called  for 
help  and  up  to  the  suite  rushed  a  doctor  and 
the  local  detective,  Sergeant  Everest  Mar- 
ney.  The  doctor  examined  the  body  and 
stated  that  the  man  had  perished  from 
hunger. 

Sergeant  Everest  Marney  searched  the 
suite  for  means  of  identifying  the  dead 
body.  Finally  he  opened  a  drawer,  and 
asked,  "Now  why  the  devil  would  a  man 
die  of  starvation  when  he's  got  a  fortune 
like  this  in  the  room?" 

BEVERLY  KNIGHT— Grade  VII 


Winter's  Icy  Fingers 

They   begin   as  little   diamonds, 
Twinkling   in  the  snow; 
The   sunshine   melts   the  snowflakes, 
And  the  fingers  start  to  grow. 

Soon   Winter's  icy  fingers, 
With  sword-like  points  so  sharp, 
Grow  thick,  and  strong,  and  fright'ning. 
As  they  glitter  in  the  dark. 

These   frozen   silver   swords, 
Hang   in  a  jagged  row 
On  the  edges  of  the  eaves-troughs. 
Pointing  to  earth  below. 

ANNE   GARDNER— Grade   VII 


Boastful  Ghosts 

We  will  watch  the  ghosts  come  out  tonight 
With  silvery  eyes  and  dressed  in  white; 
They  will  hide  behind  the  evergreen  trees. 
Those  ghosts  with  silvery  eyes  that  see 
The  moonlight  on  a  far  away  hill, 
The  air  that  has  a  sudden  chill. 
The  creatures  of  the  woodland  space 
That  peer  about  from  face  to  face. 
But  those  brave  ghosts  will  give  a  shiver 
When  they  see  the  raging  river. 
I  know  those  ghosts;  they  are  all  the  same — 
They  only  play  a  foolish  game, 
Those  boastful  ghosts! 

CONSTANCE  VINCENT— Grade  VII 


For  The  Sake  Of  Freedom 

Three  silhouetted  figures  crept  steathily 
away  from  the  small  English  manor.  As 
they  turned  for  their  last  look  at  the  group 
of  dirty  cottages  and  the  manor  house  on 
the  hill,  the  man  sighed. 

"I  could  na  more  stand  that  life  than  I 
could  .  .  .  Soldiers!  They  know  we've  left. 
Quick,  into  the  bushes!" 

The  man  and  his  wife  and  child  threw 
themselves  to  the  ground.  Several  minutes 
later,  the  soldiers'  footsteps  died  away. 

"They  ve  gone  now!  That  was  a  narrow 
one,  wasn't  it,  Father?"  queried  the  scrawny 
girl. 

"Indeed  t'was!  Come  on,  'urry  it  up.  We 
aven't  much  time." 

As  they  hurried  along,  scattered  thoughts 
raced  through  the  man's  head. 

"Meet  Tom  alf  a  mile  from  the  town. 
He'll  take  us  to  our  hiding  place.  Bring  us 
food  once  a  week.  Hide  there  for  an  ole 
year.  But  we're  free,  free,  in  an  ole  year. 
Why  I  heard  the  ol'  Marquis  say  so  im- 
self.  He  says,  'hide  in  a  free  town  for  an 
ole  year  and  your  free  for  the  rest  o  your 
life'." 

Aloud  he  exclaimed,  "Ower  yonder's 
Tom's  lantern!    'Urry   up   now!" 

An  hour  later  Tom  left  the  family  as 
comfortable  as  possible  in  the  loft  of  a  de- 
serted stable.  The  loft  was  full  of  rotten 
hay  which  served  as  beds  for  the  family. 
A  missing  board  was  the  only  window  and 
even  this  had  to  be  avoided  during  the  day 
for  fear  of  being   seen. 

For  the  months  that  followed  the  family 
spent  idle  hours  in  the  stable,  but  they  never 
left  it.  For  the  first  months  doing  no  work 
was  a  novelty,  but  this  pleasure  gradually 
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wore  off.  They  began  to  wonder  if  free- 
dom was  really  worth  this  great  risk.  How- 
ever when  they  thought  of  the  hunger  and 
pain  of  their  past  life,  they  waited  patiently 
.  .   .  for  freedom. 

Tom  came  faithfully  every  week  with 
food  and  water.  Although  once  a  poor  serf 
like  them,  he  was  one  of  the  few  who  had 
escaped  as  they  were  trying  to  and  now 
Tom  was  a  prosperous  tradesman. 

The  months  dragged  slowly  by  and  fin- 
ally there  remained  only  two  days  until  they 
would  be  free. 

"Father,  Tom  didn't  come  last  week  and 
we  haven't  much  water  left." 

"An'   well  I  know  it;   we'll  just  have   to 
manage  on  what  we've  got." 

Jeanette  woke  up  in  the  middle  of  the 
next  night  and  heard  her  mother  moaning 
in  her  sleep.  Her  father  sat  up.  Seeing  that 
Jeanette  was  awake,  he  sadly  said,  "This 
lack  of  water  is  especially  hard  on  your 
mother.  It  won't  be  long  before  she'll  have 
to  have  water." 

"I  knows  it,"  whispered  Jeanette 
thoughtfully,  as  she  tried  to  snuggle  into  the 
cold  hay.  Her  mind  was  already  forming 
a  plan.  She  could  not  bear  seeing  her 
mother  suffer  in  this  way  and  so  she  decided 
that  the  next  day  at  dusk  she  would  slip 
out  to  the  town  well  and  fetch  water.  It 
would  not  be  difficult  as  no  one  would  pay 
attention  to  a  small  child. 

The  next  day  she  and  her  father  began 
to  feel  the  lack  of  water  but  her  mother  was 
feverish  and  getting  worse.  Jeanette  waited 
until  the  darkness  gave  her  safety  and  pro- 
tection. Taking  an   old  jug  she  had  found, 

As  she  crept  along  the  narrow  street, 
every  step  she  took  seemed  to  be  loud 
enough  to  alarm  the  whole  town.  Every 
shadow  seemed  to  be  moving,  and  then  she 
saw  one  that  really  was!  She  pressed  her- 
self against  the  nearest  wall.  A  flood  of  re- 
lief passed  through  her  as  a  scrawny,  black 
cat  stalked  by,  followed  by  his  grotesque 
shadow. 

Finally  Jeanette  cautiously  approached 
the  well.  As  the  cool  water  slid  down  her 
hot,  dry  throat,  she  felt  proud  of  her  cour- 
age in  going  to  the  well. 

Suddenly  her  thoughts  were  interrupted 
by  loud  footsteps.  She  hurriedly  filled  the 
jug  and  started  back.  As  Jeanette  struggled 
along,  the  icy  water  splashed  from  the  jug 
and  trickled  down  her  bare  legs.  Nearing 
the  street  where  the  stable  was,  a  harsh 
voice  broke  the  silence  of  the  night. 


"Hey,   you  there!  Stop!    I  say,   stop!" 

Jeanette,  pounding  heart  and  trembling 
legs,  turned  the  corner  and  saw  the  stable 
ahead. 

"I  must  keep  on!  I  must  keep  on!"  she 
repeated  wildly  to  herself. 

Stumbling  through  the  stable  door,  she 
heard  the  footsteps  no  more.  Her  anxious 
parents  helped  her  into  the  loft. 

"Jeanette,  where  in  'eaven's  name  ave 
you  been?" 

"Water,  I  got  water  ..."  and  she  sank 
into  her  father's  arms. 

The  family  sat  joyously  around  the  win- 
dow sipping  the  cool  water.  The  sun  rose 
slowly  bringing  a  new  day,  a  new  life,  and 
a  new  freedom. 

DENISE  ROULSTON— Grade  IX 

A  Queer  Customer 

Mr.  Whittle,  the  hardware  store's  man- 
ager, lounged  in  his  old,  wooden  desk.  He 
was  just  dozing  off  when  the  bells  over  the 
doorstep  jingled.  Waking  up  with  a  start 
and  silently  cursing  the  person  who  had  in- 
terfered with  his  sleep,  Mr.  Whittle  crossed 
the  room.  A  ragged  hat  was  perched  on 
his  head  and  an  ancient  weatherbeaten  face 
peered  out  from  underneath.  His  small  glar- 
ing eyes  certainly  did  not  expect  the  sighi 
they  saw! 

A  voice  called  out,  "Wait  a  minute  for 
me,  Perkins,"  and  a  tall,  middle  aged  wo- 
man entered  the  unclean,  but  reasonably  tidy 
shop.  In  Mr.  Whittle's  eyes  she  was  not  a 
woman,  but  some  divine  personage!  Her 
hair  was  a  fiery  black,  perfectly  straight 
and  fell  down  loosely  to  her  shoulders.  Her 
eyes  looked  tired  but  at  one  glance  one 
could  see  that  she  was  the  type  who  did 
not  stand  any  nonsense.  A  straight  Roman 
nose  gave  her  a  "queenly  expression,"  as 
Mr.  Whittle  later  put  it.  Her  mink  coat 
was  draped  over  her  shoulders  and  her  dress 
sparkled  with  false  diamonds  and  pearls. 

Mr.  Whittle  immediately  straightened 
up,  tucked  in  his  tie  and  asked  if  he  could 
assist  her  in  any  possible  way. 

She  gazed  at  him  without  answering 
and  walked  slowly  around  the  small  shop. 
She  inspected  every  detail  carefully,  the 
guns,  knives,  pots  and  pans  and  even  his 
treasured  toaster.  Then  as  abruptly  as  she 
came  in,  she  sauntered  out!  Mr.  Whittle 
gazed  at  her  retreating  figure  for  some 
time.  What  a  queer  person  she  was!  Oh 
well!  He  could  not  be  bothered. 
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Settling  himself  in  his  chair,  he  once 
agan  dozed  off  and  finally  was  sound  asleep 
and  snoring.  All  the  day's  happenings  were 
lost   in  his  dreams. 

CAROLYN  RICHARDSON— Grade  VII 


Until  The  Next  Time 

Tying  my  shoelace,  I  stared  wistfully  at 
my  empty  bed  where  any  person  in  his  right 
mind  should  be  at  four-thirty  in  the  morn- 
ing. Trudi  looked  up  and  laughed  when  I 
sighed. 

"Perhaps  you  regret  now  that  you  want- 
ed to  see  sunrise  from  one  of  our  beautiful 
mountains?     asked  one  of  my  room  mates. 

"No,  if  you've  seen  it  hundreds  of  times 
and  still  think  it's  worth  the  effort  of  getting 
up,  it  must  really  be  something!"  I  replied, 
yawning  over  the  last  few  words. 

"I  still  think  the  sunset  would  have  been 
just  as  nice,  and  we  wouldn't  have  to  get 
up  at  this  unearthly  jhour,"  argued  Julie  lean, 
ing  on  the  window  sill  and  watching  the 
road. 

"Here  comes  someone,"  she  finally  an- 
nounced, "Perhaps  it's  Franz."  Trudi  con- 
firmed her  guess  and  the  three  of  us  trooped 
down  on  to  the  porch.  Franz  smiled  at  us 
as  if  he  knew  what  we  were  suffering  to 
see  Apollo  start  his  journey  across  the  sky. 

"It  is  not  necessary  to  go  too  high  on 
the  mountain,"  he  explained.  "If  we  go  to 
the  end  of  the  path,  that  is  quite  far  enough. 
And  please  keep  in  a  group,  it  is  not  diffi- 
cut  to  get  lost  with  all  the  twists  and  turns." 
i'rudi  glanced  meaningfully  at  me  and  I 
knew  she  was  remembering  the  time  that 
I  had  wandered  off  and  got  lost  when  we 
were   visiting    Rome. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  end  of  the  path, 
we  were  thankful  we  did  not  have  to  go  to 
the  top.  We  all  sank  down  to  the  ground, 
except  for  Franz  who  unbuckled  his  knap- 
sack and  pulled  out  some  sandwiches,  to  our 
great  delight. 

"What  is  that  awful  smell?"  I  suddenly 
asked,  looking  around  and,  realized  to  my 
horror,  that  it  was  the  sandwiches. 

"Do  you  not  care  for  Gorgonzola 
cheese?"  asked  Trudi,  biting  her  sandwich. 
Following  her  example,  I  tried  mine,  but  de- 
cided that  I  would  rather  go  hungry.  How- 
ever, Franz  was  quite  determined  that  no 
one  should  do  so  and  pulled  out  a  peanut 
butter  sandwich  that  I  received  with  much 
more  enthusiasm. 


"Look,"  he  said  suddenly,  and  we  all 
obeyed.  The  dreary  grey  sky  turned  to  a 
lovely  blue  and  the  snow-covered  mountain 
tops  began  to  sparkle  like  diamonds.  Th« 
yellow  and  red  flames  of  Apollo's  chariot 
appeared  above  the  horizon  and  spread  their 
light  over  the  valley  below.  We  sat  there 
spellbound  until  Apollo  was  well  on  his 
way. 

"It  was  just  gorgeous!"  exclaimed  Julie, 
again   attacking  her  half-eaten   sandwich. 

"Too  beautiful  for  words,"  I  whispered. 

Franz  nodded  and  then  said,  "The  sun- 
set  —   it  is  beautiful  too." 

After  supper,  I  suggested  that  we  go  to 
see  the  sunset.  All  we  needed  to  do  was 
follow  the  path.  Trudi  did  not  agree  though; 
it  was  too  dangerous,  she  had  said.  However. 
Julie  and  I  paid  her  no  heed,  but  as  she 
might  worry,  we  did  not  tell  her.  Half  way 
along  the  path,  there  was  a  division  and  we 
were  not  sure  which  path  to  take.  Trusting 
to  luck,  we  decided  upon  the  left  fork.  It 
was  very  easy  to  follow  in  daylight,  but  as 
dark  shadows  covered  the  sky,  we  began 
to  worry. 

"I'm  beginning  to  wish  we  had  a  guide 
even  though  that  would  finish  our  allow- 
ance," whimpered  Julie. 

"It  is  getting  awfully  dark.  Maybe  we'd 
better  start  back,"  I  suggested,  "It's  too  late 
to  see  it  now.    Turn  on  the  flashlight." 

"Flashlight?"  she  repeated,  "I  thought 
you  had  brought  it." 

I  groaned.  "Well  we  haven't  any  time 
to  waste;  we  11  have  to  try  and  get  back 
before  dark."  We  hurried  along  the  wind- 
ing path  as  the  dark  night  set  upon  us.  I 
could  barely  see  three  feet  in  front  of  me 
when  I  tripped  in  a  rut  on  a  narrow  stretch 
of  path.  I  screamed  as  I  slid  down  the 
rough,  slanted  rock  which  came  to  an  abrupt 
end  thirty  feet  below  me.  I  grasped  and 
clawed  at  the  rock  and  the  next  moment  I 
was  hanging  onto  a  branch  which  had 
squeezed  its  way  through  a  small  crevice  in 
the  rock. 

"Help!  Julie!  "I  shouted,  although  I  do 
not  know  why;  there  was  nothing  she  could 
do.  I  hung  there  not  daring  to  look  down  as 
I  slowly  began  to  lose  my  grip.  Instead  of 
thinking  about  falling,  I  wondered  what 
Julie  was  doing. 

"Hold  on!"  yelled  a  voice  that  was  cer- 
tainly not  Julie's  as  I  looked  up  into  the 
glare  of  a  flashlight.  "We're  coming."  I 
summoned  my  last  bit  of  strength  to  hold 
on  just  a  little  longer.  Suddenly  I  heard  a 
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sound  above  me,  but  it  was  of  no  avail;  I 
just  could  not  hold  on  any  longer.  I  let  go! 
Someone  grabbed  me  and  I  fainted  from 
exhaustion. 

The  next  day  Trudi  and  Julie  came  to 
see  me  in  the  infirmary,  and  I  discovered 
that  it  had  been  Franz  who  had  come  to 
my  rescue. 

"That  is  the  last  time  I  go  exploring 
without  a  guide,  anywhere,"  I  sighed,  lying 
back  on  the  pillow. 

Trudi  laughed  and  added,  ".  .  .  .  until 
the  next  time." 

CAROL  EMERSON— Grade  IX 

Un  Pique-Nique  Au  Lac 

Un  jour  mon  pere  et  ma  mere  decident  de 
faire  un  pique-nique  au  lac.  Ma  soeur  et  moi 
prenons  nos  costumes  de  bain,  et  nos  chap- 
eaux  de  soleil.  Apres  quelque  temps  nous 
sommes  prets.  Nous  montons  dans  la  voi- 
ture  et  notre  jour  commence. 

Enfin,  nous  arrivons  a  un  bon  endroit, 
qui  est  situe  sous  beaucoup  de  grands  arbres. 
D'abord,  Marie  et  moi  sautons  dans  l'eau 
et  nous  nous  amusons  bien.  Alors,  Maman 
nous  appelle  et  nous  venons  pour  le  dejeuner. 
Apres  un  bon  repas,  de  toutes  sortes  de 
fruits  et  beaucoup  de  sandwichs,  nous  par- 
tageons  une  bouteille  de  vin. 

Alors,  maman  et  papa  se  reposent  sur 
l'herbe  et  papa  fume  sa  pipe  comme  toujours. 
Marie  et  moi  jouons  a  cache-cache.  Bientot. 
il  est  cinq  heures  et  nous  commencons  a 
etre  fatigues. 

Alors,  nous  montons  dans  notre  voiture 
et  allons  chez  nous.  Nous  aimons  toujours 
un  pique-nique  au  lac.  C'est  dommage  que 
le  jour  passe  si  vite.  N'est-ce  pas? 

CATHERINE  HAMILTON— Grade  IX 

Mes  Petites  Amies 

J'ai  trois  animaux  chez  moi  qui  s  appel- 
lent  les  salamandres.  Elles  sont  tres  belles. 
Elles  ont  beaucoup  de  marques  rouges  et 
noires  sur  leur  dos  et  elles  ont  1'estomac 
jaune.  Elles  ont  aussi  la  longue  queue.  Les 
yeux  sont  jaunes  et  noirs.  Ces  salamandres 
habitent  l'eau  et  la  terre  —  c'est-a-dire  elles 
sont  des  amphibiens.  Elles  ne  restent  pas 
plus  que   trente  minutes  a   la  terre. 

J'ai  un  aquarium  pour  mes  salamandres. 
Dans  l'eau  il  y  a  une  echelle,  des  plantes,  et 
un  coquille.    Tous  les  jours  ces  salamandres 


nagent  et  jouent  dans  l'eau.  Je  nourris  ces 
betes  rarement  parce  qu'elles  n'ont  pas  faim 
en  hiver.  Elles  ouvrent  les  bouches  et  man- 
gent  les  insectes. 

Je  mets  de  l'eau  fraiche  dans  l'aquarium 
le  samedi.  Je  porte  mes  salamandres  a  la 
fenetre  pour  se  baigner  au  soleil.  Mes  sala- 
mandres s'appellent  Willibrord,  Willford  et 
Willibald  mais  nous  appelons  toutes  les  trois 
simplement,  Bill.  J'aime  beaucoup  mes  pe- 
tites amies,  les  salamandres. 

MARTHA   GREATREX— Grade   VIII 


Un  Pique-Nique 

"Maman,"  dit  Marie,  "allons  faire  un 
pique-nique   au    lac   aujourd'hui." 

"Oui,"  dit  Marie,  "je  vais  faire  un  panier 
tu  vas  demander  a  ton  pere  si  nous  pouvons 
faire  un  pique-nique  au  lac." 

"Oui,"  dit  son  pere,  "voulez-vous  partir 
a  onze  heures  du  matin?" 

"Qui,"  dit  Marie,  "je  vais  faire  un  panier 
surprise  pour  notre  pique-nique." 

A  onze  heures  et  demie  toute  la  famille 
arrive  pres  du  lac. 

Papa  fait  un  feu.  Maman  ouvre  le  panier. 
Quelle  surprise!  II  y  a  beaucoup  de  sand- 
wichs, du  lait,  du  cafe,  du  sucre,  du  beurre, 
et  beaucoup  de  gateau  au  chocolat. 

Quelle  surprise  pour  maman  et  papa! 
Quelle  beau  et  bon  dejeuner.  Marie  est  tres 
aimable  de  faire  un  bon  dejeuner  pour  ses 
parents. 

Quand  toute  la  famille  finit  leur  dejeuner, 
ils  causent. 

LESLIE  STOVEL— Grade  IX 


ft  Dfly   in   the    cooNrra.y- 

THE    Sc6(s4tc    TOUR 


KATHRYN   NEILSON 


A  Day  In  The  Country" 


In  an  atmosphere  of  intense  excitement  the  Balmoral  Hall  Auxiliary's  new  venture 
opened  on  a  sunny  Saturday  morning  at  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Richardson's  farm,  Briar- 
meade.  After  the  stands  were  erected  and  preparations  completed,  the  vendors  anxious- 
ly waited  for  their  first  customers.  Then  it  happened.  The  mothers  stared  at  the  sky 
in  disbelief  as  their  efforts  slowly  drowned  in  the  downpour.  While  some  hastily  bund- 
led together  their  precious  goods  and  hurried  to  the  protection  of  an  already  dripping  tree, 
others  tried  to  rescue  the  soaking  tables  with  plastic  sheets.  But  all  efforts  were  futile. 
The  peacocks,  dry  in  the  checking  booth,  curiously  watched  the  crowds  of  drenched 
people  scurry  by  in  search  of  shelter.  However,  as  the  weatherman's  promise  came  true, 
hair  slowly  dried,  everything  was  brought  into  the  open  air  again,  and  the  "Day  in  the 
Country"   went  on. 

Throughout  the  day  were  attractions  varying  from  animal  tours  in  which  wide-eyed 
children  learned  the  names  of  their  barnyard  friends,  to  boatrides  on  a  peaceful,  picture- 
sque pond,  complete  with  inquisitive  geese.  "Country  fresh  vegetables"  read  the  sign 
above  a  stand  filled  with  squash,  pumpkins,  and  eggs.  Industrious  mothers  had  baked 
delicious  selections  of  homecooking,  but  by  late  afternoon  every  pie,  cake,  jam  and  jelly 
jar  was  gone.  The  handicraft  stand  displaying  the  fine  articles  made  during  the  summer 
was  never  without  fascinated  browsers  and   eager  purchasers. 

"You  will  soon  meet  a  tall  dark  stranger,"  whispered  the  gypsy  mysteriously.  Behind 
her,  children  clambered  onto  a  passing  hay  wagon  midst  shouts  of  laughter  after  having 
filled  themselves  with  barbecued  hotdogs  right  from  the  grill.  Fathers  were  kept  occupied, 
showing  sons  that  they  could  still  win  in   games  of  skill. 

The  "special  attractions"  of  the  day  began  with  a  flourish  of  bagpipes  as  two  Scottish 
pipers  led  the  guests  through  the  woods  to  an  open  field  for  a  display  of  riding.  Of  special 
interest  to  alll  budding  horsemen  was  a  demonstration  of  jumping  and  skills  in  horesman- 
ship  by  the  Manitoba  Equestrian  Jumping  Team,  some  members  of  which  were  old  girls 
of  Balmoral  Hall.  Both  horses  and  riders  displayed  superb  co-ordination  and  skill. 

Amid  hoots  of  laughter  and  shouted  encouragements,  young  and  old  participated  in 
a  family  field  competition  of  all  kinds  of  races  and  wore  proudly  their  multi-coloured 
ribbons  as  signs  of  their  several  victories.  A  teenage  Barn  Dance  began  about  the  mid- 
dle of  the  afternoon  and  continued  until  evening.  Although  the  horses  neighed  loudly 
and  the  chickens   fled,   everyone   seemed   to   enjoy   himself. 

With  a  swirl  of  gay  tartan  and  again  to  the  tune  of  bagpipes,  the  Winnipeg  Branch 
of  the  Royal  Scottish  Country  Dance  Society  gave  a  charming  display  of  agility  and 
grace.  Then  came  the  highlight  of  the  day  —  the  barbecue  pit  was  opened,  and  great 
roasts  of  beef  satisfied  even  the  most  ravenous  appetites.  Afterwards,  when  all  had  said 
goodbye  to  their  farm  friends,  they  returned  home  filled  with  the  gay  spirit  of  the  country. 

We  congratulate  our  mothers  on  the  tremendous   success    of   their   new    project    that 

not  even   rain  could   spoil. 

ELIZABETH  WEBSTER 
JANET    HARRISON 
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The  Library  Executive 

1963   —    1964 
Chief    Librarian    —    Susan   Hutchings 


In   Charge  of  Circulation 
Junior   Library 
Processing  and  Repairs 
Displays   and    Posters 
Reviews   and   Periodicals 
Shelf  Lists  and  Files 


Carol  Schmied 
Margaret   Berry 
Mary   Dickson 
Susan  Guest 
Pamella  Kayser 
Marsha    Dangerfield 


The  Senior  Library 

Our  Library  is  an  important  centre  of 
activity  in  the  Senior  School.  In  the  Junior 
High  School,  weekly  library  periods  are 
given  to  help  the  students  choose  books  and 
provide  opportunity  for  writing  and  hear- 
ing reports  on  a  wide  selection  of  books.  At 
the  same  time  students  learn  how  the  Lib- 
rary is  run  and  how  the  books  are  arranged 
in  the  shelves  according  to  the  Dewey  sys- 
tem. Browsing  and  use  of  reference  books 
is  also  encouraged. 

We  have  had  some  excellent  displays 
this  year.  Early  in  the  fall,  with  the  com- 
ing of  our  new  kilts,  a  Scottish  display 
showed  not  only  our  tartan  but  the  history 
of  many  tartans.  At  Christmas,  pictures  of 
the  nativity  scene  were  displayed.  From 
the  interesting  display  featuring  the  n  e  w 
Coventry  Cathedral,  everyone  learned  a 
great   deal. 

Seventy-two  new  books  were  processed 
and  made  ready  for  circulation  in  the  Senior 
Library.  The  Mothers'  Committee  has  been 
a  wonderful  help  and  we  thank  them  for 
their  many  hours  of  work.  Thirty-seven 
books  were  rebound  at  the  Industrial  Work- 
shop, and  some  of  our  old  favourites  re- 
turned  looking   like   new. 

A  good  response  to  the  request  made  to 
parents  brought  us  many  valuable  new 
books,  including  a  series  of  National  Geo- 
graphic magazines  dating  back  to  1921.  A 
total  of  two  hundred  sixty-five  new  books 
have  been  obtained  for  our  two  Libraries 
this   year. 

As  similar  numbers  of  books  have  been 
added  to  the  Library  every  year,  the  mat- 
ter of  wise  use  of  shelf-space  has  become 
important.  It  has  therefore  been  decided 
that  a  careful  re-assessment  should  be  un- 
dertaken of  the  value  to  the  present  students 
of  some  of  the  books  already  on  the  shelves. 


Such  a  winnowing  process  will  take  some 
time  to  complete,  but  a  start  has  been  made. 
Its  completion  will  mark  an  important  stage 
in  the  rapid  growth  and  development  of 
this   Library. 

A  group  of  twenty-six  girls  has  assisted 
with  circulation  and  library  management. 
They  have  worked  hard  all  year  to  keep 
the  Library  running  smoothly,  and  to  these 
girls  the  Librarian  extends  her  thanks. 

SUSAN    HUTCHINGS 

The  Junior  Library 

The  past  year  has  been  a  lively  one  in 
the  Junior  Library,  with  each  child  taking 
out  an  average  of  one  book  a  week.  We 
are  very  grateful  to  the  Mothers  who  came 
frequently  to  do  mending.  We  have  ac- 
quired 193  additions  to  this  Horary  includ- 
ing many  by  Dr.  Zeus  which  are  being 
much  enjoyed  by  the  Juniors  and  the  Library 
Executive.  None  of  us  will  forget,  'Hop  on 
Pop.' 

The  displays  have  been  numerous  and 
varxd,  including  such  things  as  Christmas 
Horses,  Holland,  Spring,  and  a  display  of 
new  books.  The  most  popular  by  far  was 
the  one  about  horses. 

There  was  an  excellent  Junior  Library 
Committee  of  six,  consisting  of  Patricia  Glo- 
ver, Patricia  Johnston,  Sally  Spohn,  Teddy 
Nance,  Vivian  Brandy,  and  Midge  Gosco. 
We  were  sorry  to  lose  Patricia  Glover  who 
moved  to  Ottawa  at  Christmas.  Her  work 
on  displays  had  been  especially  fine.  The 
committee  has  done  shelf-checking,  and  fil- 
ing and  generally  kept  the  Library  in  good 
order.  Each  girl  had  one  day  during  the 
week  when  she  helped  the  Juniors  to  selecr 
books  and  put  away  those  returned.  Every- 
one made  a  useful  contribution  and  I  would 
like  to  thank  them  for  their  hard  work  in 
the  Junior  Library. 

MARGARET    BERRY 
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The  Fairy  Bracelet 

Once  upon  a  time,  on  the  coast  of  Scot- 
land, there  lived  a  little  girl  named  Gwen 
Maclntyre.  Next  door  to  her  lived  a  little 
boy  named  Pen.  One  day  Gwen  and  Pen 
went  for  a  hike.  As  they  were  walking  along 
the  dusty  road,  Gwen  saw  a  round,  shiny 
object  lying  just  in  front  of  them. 

As  she  picked  it  up  she  realized  that  it 
was  a  small  golden  bracelet.  When  she  tried 
it  on,  she  found  that  it  fit  perfectly. 

"What's  that  on  it?"  Pen  burst  out  rude- 
ly. "It's  probably  tarnish." 

"It's    not    tarnish,    silly,'     Gwen    replied 
mysteriously.   "I  wonder  what  it  really   is. 
She  took  a  closer  look  at  it  and  finally  ex- 
claimed.   "It's   printing    of   some    sort!" 

That  night,  as  Gwen  looked  at  an  old 
book,  trying  to  decipher  the  printing,  she 
read  that  the  fairies  often  used  a  certain 
lettering.  This  lettering  was  shown  on  the 
next  page. 

"I've  found  it!"  she  cried  excitedly,  but 
just  then  her  mother  called  her  to  bed  and 
Pen  had  to  go  home. 

The  next  morning  they  deciphered  the 
engraving  on  the  bracelet  and  found  that  it 
said:  "SEEK  BEHIND  THE  WATER- 
FALL AND  YE  SHALL  FIND  THE 
DOOR." 

Pen  suddenly  said,  "That  must  be  Old 
Angus'  Falls. " 

"Well  let's  go  and  look, "  Gwen  sug- 
gested patiently. 

They  set  off  at  noon,  and  when  they 
arrived,  they  put  on  their  raincoats  and 
boots  and  went  under  the  waterfall.  There 
they  found  a  huge  yawning  hole  in  front  of 
them.  In  it  there  was  a  huge  stone  door 
with  beautiful  carvings  on  it. 

"This  must  be  the  door  that  the  bracelet 
mentions!"    Pen  said  excitedly. 

They  tried  to  open  the  door  and  found 
that  it  opened  quite  easily.  Inside  the  door, 


there  was  the  most  beautiful  place  that 
Gwen  had  ever  seen. 

As  they  were  looking  in,  a  fairy  came 
to  them  and  said,  "Not  many  children  enter 
Fairyland  you  know,  so  you  two  are  very 
lucky." 

They  were  taken  to  the  king  and  queen 
who  welcomed  them  warmly.  After  talking 
to  many  of  the  fairies,  Gwen  was  told  to 
keep  the  fairy  bracelet  she  had  found  and 
Pen  was  qiven  a  little  pendant  sayinq:  "IN- 
TO FAIRYLAND  THOU  HAST  EN- 
TERED." It  had  been  made  by  the  fairies' 
own   goldsmith. 

They  were  then  shown  to  the  stone  door 
and  as  suddenly  as  all  this  happened,  they 
found   themselves  outside  the   waterfall. 

When  they  had  started  to  walk  back 
towards  home  Gwen  asked  Pen  to  keep  all 
this  secret  lest  someone  disturbs  the  fairies. 
They  both  did,  but  when  they  were  alone 
they  would  always  mention  that  adventur- 
ous trip  to  Fairyland. 

LYDIA  KOWBUZ— Grade   VI 

The  Scientist 

I've  found  him! 

He's  blue, 

The  number  is  seven. 

I've   found  him! 

No  blurring; 

The  image  is  clearing. 

I've  found  him! 

It's  Tuesday, 

With  satellites  flying. 

I've  found  him! 

Its  "Martin," 

My  Favourite  Martian." 

MARTHA  PENNOCK— Grade  VI 


JUNIOR  SCHOOL  LEADERS 

Helen    Strawbridge,    Ruth   Gemmel,    Colleen   Templeton,    Alison    Greatrex,    Katherine 
Lederman,  Martha  Pennock,  Virginia  Spear. 


The  Wilted  Daffodil 

As  Charys  looked  out  on  the  green  mea- 
dows, she  was  very  sad.  Her  family  had 
moved  to  Crawley,  in  Sussex  because  of 
her  father's  business.  For  six  years  before, 
she  had  lived  in  Tanganyika  and  had  loved 
the  mystery  of  the  jungle.  Here  there  was 
no  mystery. 

A  week  after  the  Kuranagas  family  had 
moved  to  Crawley,  Charys'  mother  sent  her 
out  to  play  with  Ah-lien  her  Siamese  kitten. 
Charys  began  to  gather  daffodils.  Among 
them  she  noticed  one  that  was  wilted  so  she 
left  it  on  the  ground.  After  a  while  Ah-lien 
strayed  away  and  when  Charys  saw  her 
she  was  nibbling  the  wilted  daffodil. 

Suddenly  Ah-lien  disappeared  and 
Charys  ran  to  where  the  kitten  had  stood. 
There  was  a  hole  with  a  rope  ladder  hang- 
ing down.  Charys  was  afraid  her  kitten  was 
hurt  for  she  heard  no  noise  below.  She 
started  down  the  wobbly  ladder  and  at  the 
bottom  she  found  her  kitten  unhurt. 

Then  ahead  of  her  she  found  a  dark 
tunnel  so  she  decided  to  follow  it.  As  she 
crawled  along  she  heard  a  rumble  and  then 
no  light  shone  down  through  the  hole  she 
had  come.  She  was  trapped!  She  thought 
she  could  fare  no  worse  by  going  on  so  she 
went. 

Finally  she  came  to  the  end  and  found 
herself  in  a  roughly-built  room.  Leaning 
against  the  wall  were  many  valuable  paint- 
ings and  among  them  a  famous  work  of  art. 
Could  this  be  the  hideout  of  the  men  who 
continually  stole  paintings?   As  Charys  look- 


ed about  her  she  saw  a  trap  door  above 
and  standing  on  a  chair  she  pushed  it  open. 
Right  away  she  knew  she  was  in  the  art 
gallery. 

Just  then  a  man  looked  down  at  her  and 
growled,  "So  you're  our  thief  are  you?  I'm 
going  to  turn  you  in." 

Before  Charys  could  explain  the  man 
seized  her  and  started  to  drag  her  off. 

Just  at  that  moment  Ah-lien  stepped  on 
the  burglar  alarm  and  right  away  Charys 
and  the  false  guard  were  surrounded  by 
other  guards.  Later  she  found  out  that  the 
false  guard  had  stolen  a  uniform  and  so  had 
stolen  and  hidden  the  paintings. 

After  that  Charys  changed  her  mind 
about  England  for  she  had  found  and  solved 
a  baffling  mystery. 

ALISON  GREATREX— Grade  VI 


The  Little  Folk 

Beneath  the  grassy  moorland  slopes 
The  Little  People  live, 
They  thrive  on  fun  and  mischief  gay 
And  drink  of  smooth  rich  mead. 

Under  the  ground  so  deep  they  live 
In  a  mystic  land  so  fair, 
And  this  rich  mead  of  which  they  drink, 
Flows   from   a   fountain   rare. 

Now  when  you  see  a  smooth  sleek  hare, 
Think  of  these  little  folk; 
For  chances  are  it  may  be  one 
Dressed  up  in  a  furry  cloak. 

HELEN    STRAWBRIDGE— Grade    VI 
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The  Bird 

A  little  bird  came  hop,  hop,  hop, 

To  get  some  food  to  eat, 
He  jumped  upon  my  window  sill 

To  eat  a  speck  of  wheat. 

The  birdy  ate  and  ate  and  ate 
And  grew  so  fat  and  stout 

One  day  he  flew  inside  a  tree 
But  alas  could  not  get  out. 

RUTH  GEMMEL— Grade   VI 

The  Golden  Paper 

In  the  midst  of  the  valley  of  Kenter- 
borough  stood  a  castle  where  the  sunbeams 
glittered  through  the  open  window.  Inside, 
seated  on  the  throne  was  the  king  and  his 
faithful  treasure-keeper  kneeling  beside  him. 
On  the  table  was  a  very  precious  thing 
called  "the  golden  paper"  and  any  mortal 
who  read  it  could  have  wisdom  which  was 
long  sought  for.  It  was  to  be  hidden  until 
one  person  was  chosen  by  heaven  to  read 
it.  Anyone  not  chosen,  and  who  did  read 
it  would  perish! 

"Oh,"  sighed  the  king,  "I  do  wish  that 
a  person  would  be  chosen  to  read  the  silly 
paper  and  save  me  from  all  the  trouble  of 
hiding  it." 

"Oh  your  Majesty,"  cried  Simpkins, 
"you  should  not  speak  in  that  manner  for 
if  anybody  should  hear   .   .   .  ' 

"What  if  anybody  should  hear,"  he  in- 
terrupted. 

"Well,  um,"  blurted  Simpkins,  "it  just 
would  not  be  right." 

"We  shall  not  discuss  this  subject  any 
longer."  Be  off,  and  mind  you  do  not  stum- 
ble down  the  stairs  and  break  my  best  vase," 
shouted  the  king. 

"I  shall  not,"  and  he  slammed  the  door. 

"Do  not  slam  the  door!"  gasped  the  king. 

It  was  too  late!  The  damage  was  done, 
for  as  he  slammed  the  door  a  noise  echoed 
through  the  castle.    The  vase  had  broken! 

Simpkins  was  thrown  in  jail  that  very 
night.  He  muttered  that  it  was  only  an  acci- 
dent until  the  king  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
After  the  king  had  finished  his  dinner  he 
went  up  the  stairs  to  his  bed  chamber  in  a 
raging  temper.  The  servants  started  flock- 
ing to  their  quarters,  and  the  cape  of  dark- 
ness settled  over  the  kingdom.  Peace  and 
quiet  reigned  now. 

Suddenly  a  glorious  light  illuminated  the 
kingdom!  Out  of  the  sky  descended  an 
angel. 


"Wake  up,"  the  glorious  creature  cried. 
"The  time  has  come  for  me  to  tell  you  who 
shall  read  the  golden  paper!" 

The  news  spread  like  wildfire!  People 
thronged  out  of  their  houses  to  hear  the  ex- 
citing message.  Everybody  was  crowding 
around  the  angel  and  whispering  to  each 
other  —  everybody  but  poor  Simpkins  who 
was  locked  up  in  his  lonely  cell. 

The  angel  searched  the  crowd  and  cried. 
"There  is  the  one  chosen  to  read  the  golden 
paper."  At  that  very  moment  a  golden  light 
shone  down  from  the  dark  sky  upon  a  lone- 
ly figure.    It  was  Simpkins! 

LORRAINE   MURRAY— Grade    VI 

Through  The  Knot  Hole 

Once  there  was  a  little  girl  named 
Ginny.  One  summer  holiday  she  went  to 
stay  with  her  grandmother.  Her  grand- 
mother lived  by  herself  in  an  enormous 
house  with  a  beautiful  garden  and  sweet 
smelling   flowers  and  trees. 

Ginny  s  room  was  on  the  top  floor  fac- 
ing a  beautiful  leafy  tree.  The  room  was 
very  large  and  her  bed  was  very  soft. 

One  night  she  heard  voices  in  the  wall. 
She  got  out  of  bed  very  slowly  and  felt 
her  way  around  the  room.  Then  she  went 
over  to  the  place  where  she  heard  the  voices. 
She  pushed  the  wall  with  all  her  might  and 
the  wall  opened.  There  was  a  long  winding 
staircase. 

She  tiptoed  down  the  stairs.  The  voices 
were  getting  louder  and  louder.  There  was 
a  door  at  the  end  of  the  stairs  with  a  round 
knot  hole  in  it.  She  listened  very  carefully 
to  what  three  men  were  saying.  They  were 
planning   to  rob  her  grandmother. 

She  tiptoed  up  the  stairs  and  up  to  her 
room.  When  she  got  there  she  turned  on 
the  light  and  hurried  to  her  grandmother's 
room  and  told  her  all  that  had  happened. 
Her  grandmother  phoned  the  police. 

They  caught  the  criminals  and  a  week 
later  Ginny  and  her  grandmother  learned 
they  had  caught  three  of  the  most  danger- 
ous men  in  the  country. 

LINDA  WATSON— Grade  VI 
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The  Scary  Day 

Once  there  were  three  children  named 
Jack,  Joe  and  Jerry.  They  all  looked  alike. 
Jerry  was  the  youngest  and  the  smartest. 
He  always  built  the  best  shack  and  made 
the  best  toys.  But,  there  was  a  witch  who 
was  jealous  of  him.  Jerry  didn't  know  of 
this  witch  but  he  always  knew  something 
was  behind  him  when  he  went  out  to  gather 
wood. 

One  time,  however,  there  was  no  wood. 
"What  will  become  of  me?"  he  said.  "My 
brothers  will  hate  me  for  this." 

But,  the  witch  had  caught  his  brothers 
and  locked  them  up.  They  were  worried 
about  their  brother,  Jerry.  Jack  said,  "What 
if  he  gets  eaten  up?" 

By  this  time,  Jerry  was  rather  worried 
and  began  to  look  for  Jack  and  Joe.  Jerry 
saw  the  witch  just  as  his  brothers  got  out 
of  the  dark  room,  and  began  to  throw  stones 
at  her  head.  Of  course  he  hit  her  and  the 
three  boys  carried  her  to  a  cliff  and  threw 
her  over.  After  that  the  boys  lived  very 
happily  and  the  witch  was  never  seen  again. 

LOUISE  EDWARDS— Grade  II 


Little  Lily 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  fairy 
named  Lily.  She  lived  in  a  flower  petal. 
The  flower  was  a  red  rose.  One  day  a  man 
in  a  tractor  came  by.  The  tractor  went  right 
over  Lily. 

Soon  a  little  girl  and  boy  found  her. 
They  took  her  to  their  mother  and  father. 
Their  mother  said.   "Well!" 

Their  father  said,   "Well!" 

The  little  girl  said,  "I  know.  —  Why 
don't  we  let  her  stay  here?  We  can  have 
the  doctor  over  here." 

Soon  the  doctor  came  and  Lily  was  fine 
again. 

PENNY   REED— Grade    II 

The  Helicopter  And  The  Jet 

One  day  a  helicopter  was  flying  in  the 
sky  when  a  jet  came  zooming  by.  The  jet 
laughed  at  the  helicopter.  This  made  him 
very  sad.  Then  the  helicopter  had  an  idea. 
He  would  show  the  jet  how  clever  he  was. 
The  helicopter  could  go  where  the  jet 
couldn't  go  which  made  the  jet  very  sad. 
This  served  him  right  and,  from  that  day, 
the  jet  was  always  polite  to  the  helicopter. 

COLEEN  SPENCER— Grade  II 
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Pip  The  Fairy 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  fairy 
called  Pip.  She  lived  with  her  mother  and 
father  in  a  daisy.  One  day  Pip  ran  into  the 
woods.  When  she  came  to  the  deepest  part 
of  the  woods  what  should  appear  but  an 
ogre.  As  you  know  little  fairies  are  sma:l 
so  the  ogre  looked  like  a  tall  tree   to   Pip. 

The  ogre  picked  Pip  up  and  took  her 
away  with  him.  He  took  poor  Pip  to  his 
castle.  There,  Pip  was  locked  up  in  a  cage. 
The  ogre  was  going  to  eat  Pip  but,  since 
Pip  was  so  small,  he  thought  again.  Maybe 
Pip  was  too  small.  The  ogre  decided  thai 
he  wasn't  going  to  eat  Pip  after  all.  Bui, 
he  was  determined  to  keep  Pip  locked  up. 

Pip  was  very  brave  and  managed  to 
creep  out  of  the  cage.  However,  she  could 
not  open  the  castle  door.  Then  she  saw  a 
stick  and  pulled  open  the  door  with  it.  She 
ran  back  to  the  daisy  and  her  mother  and 
father  were  very  glad  to  see  her  again. 

BARBARA  ASHDOWN— Grade  II 


Our  Tree 


We  have  a  tree,  a  green  green  tree. 
To  shade  us  from  the  sun. 
And  under  it  we  often  play, 
When  all  our  work  is  done. 

JOAN  SAUNDERS— Grade  II 
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Six  Inches  High 

One  day  Mary  was  sitting  alone  in  the 
house.  It  was  a  hot  day  and  she  was  thirsty. 
She  went  to  the  kitchen  and  opened  the  re- 
frigerator. She  saw  something  red.  Then 
she  got  a  glass  and  drank  some.  She  felt 
very  funny. 

Mary  noticed  she  was  getting  smaller. 
Her  mother  called  her.  Mary's  voice  was 
so  small  she  could  not  answer.  She  called 
back  but  it  was  no  use  trying.  Her  mother 
was  getting  worried. 

Then  Mary's  mother  saw  the  bottje  and 
it  was  emoty.  She  looked  all  around,  then 
she  saw  Mary  who  was  only  six  inches 
high. 

Mother  gave  her  some  medicine.  She 
grew  back  to  her  normal  size.  Mary  was 
so  happy  she  hugged  mother  and  said  she 
would  never  take  anything  out  of  a  bottle 
again  without  asking. 

JANE  LAWSON— Grade   III 


My  Dolly 


I  have  a  little  dolly 

Who  is  pretty  and  sweet. 

When  I  take  her  out 

She  always   says,   "Peep   peep!" 

Her  hair  is  golden, 
Her  eyes   are  blue, 
And  sometimes 
She  just  stares  at  you. 

LOUISE  EDWARDS— Grade   II 


My  Dolly's  Dream 

A  little  girl  named  Mary  and  her  dolly 
were  playing.  Then  night  came  so  dolly 
fell  asleep  and  dreamed  that  she  was  in 
fairy  land.  All  the  houses  were  made  of 
candy  and  popcorn. 

She  saw  a  wicked  fairy  who  said,  "What 
are  you  doing  on  my  property?  I  will  change 
you  into  an  ugly  toad."  The  dolly  cried  in 
her  sleep.  The  crying  woke  Mary.  Then 
Mary  said,   "Why   are  you   crying?" 

"A  wicked  old  fairy  changed  me  into 
an  ugly  toad."  "You  must  have  had  a  bad 
dream.  But  you're  still  my  special  dolly 
and  you're  safe  with  me." 

ALLISON  WOOD— Grade  III 

A  Mouse  In  Our  House 

There  once  was   a   mouse. 
Who  lived  in  our  house. 
He  really  could  gnaw, 
He  chewed  like  a  saw. 
He   gnawed  at  my  shoe, 
Now  what  can  I  do? 
I    got   very   cross 
That  my  shoe  was  a  loss. 

JOYCE  CHEGWIN— Grade  II 

MY  RABBIT 
I  have  a  little  rabbit 
That   goes  hop,  hop,   hop. 
He  has  two  velvet  ears 
That   go   flop,   flop,   flop. 

BARBARA   MORRIS— Grade   III 
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The  Lost  Prince 

In  a  castle,  at  the  top  of  a  hill,  there 
lived  a  king.  Although  he  had  jewels,  pets, 
and  castle  and  a  family,  he  was  unhappy. 
The  baby  prince,  Charles,  had  been  taken 
away  by  a  lady,  jealous  of  the  fair  prince, 
for  herself. 

One  day  the  King  was  dressed  in  a 
green  robe  when  the  door  of  his  bedcham- 
ber opened.  In  walked  the  Counsellor  look- 
ing very  solemn. 

"Oh  most  gracious  and  most  wonderful 
King."  began  the  big  man.  "There  is  here 
a  young  boy  seeking  shelter.  I  said  I  would 
ask  your  Majesty  for  permission."  The 
Counsellor  was  shortwinded  and  kept  gasp- 
ing   for  breath. 

"Let  me  see  the  boy.  Yes,  he's  strong 
and  handsome,"  answered  the  King. 

The  boy  was  tall,  fair  haired  and  dressed 
in  shabby  clothes.  He  had  a  large  bruise 
over  his  left  eye  and  it  was  swelling  visibly. 
The  King  sent  him  to  work  immediately. 

A  week  later,  the  boy  said,  "I  have 
worked  harder  than  any  of  the  servants  but 
you  don't  care,  so  I  shall  tell  you  who  I  am. 
I  am  Charles." 

The  King  looked  surprised,  then  happy. 
"Charles,"  he  said,  "I  am  sorry.  There  will 
be  a  feast  in  your  honour.  There  will  be 
everything   you  like   at   the   feast." 

That  night  the  King  kept  his  promise. 
Never  was  there  so  much  feasting  and 
merry  making!  The  King  would  never  sit 
thinking  of  Charles  again.    He  was  happy. 

As  for  the  lady,  she  was  punished  and 
now   works   in   the  kitchen  of  the  palace. 

ELIZABETH  HAWORTH— Grade  V 


The  Adventureof  Old  Faithful 

It  was  a  bright,  sunny  day  when  Helen 
Hay  and  I  went  for  a  sail  on  Old  Faithful, 
our  raft.  I  was  captain,  Helen,  the  first 
mate. 

Suddenly  we  had  hit  the  worst  current 
in  existence!  We  rushed  down  the  river, 
heading  for  the  sea.  The  wind  was  strong. 
We  couldn't  do  a  thing  except  drift. 

All  of  a  sudden  it  was  all  dark. 

"It's  a  cave!"  I  exclaimed.  I  was  scared 
but  I  tried  not  to  show  it.  Helen  was  too. 
I  could  tell. 

"Look!"  I  called. 

"Ribs,"   said  Helen. 

"We  must  be,  must  be  in  a,  a,  a,  whale!" 
I  gasped. 

"Oh,  we'll  never  get  out  now!  cried 
Helen. 

"Don't  cry  now  Helen,  You'll  flood  us 
out,"   I   laughed. 

"That's  it,"  Helen  yelled.  "We'll  drift 
out  the  way  we  came  in!"  She  was  fairly 
bursting   with   joy  and   hope  now. 

We  jumped  off,  took  a  deep  breath,  and 
shoved. 

"Push!"  I   gulped,  half  drowned. 

"I  am,"   Helen  gasped. 

"Look!"   I   shouted. 

"Light!"   we  both  screamed. 

We  jumped  on  board  and  floated  out. 
Helen  was  in  a  deep,  drowsy  sleep,  and 
soon  I  was  too. 

When  we  awoke  we  were  nearly  home. 
We  decided  not  to  mention  the  horrible 
nightmare.  Or  could  it  really  have  hap- 
pened? 

CATHERINE   THOMAS— Grade    V 
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The  Wind 

The  wind  is  a  lone  traveller, 

He  sighs  and  whines. 

He   changes  his  tune. 

He  whistles  and  sings. 

He  blows  the  trees  about, 

And  slowly,  slowly, 

Falls  asleep. 

He  awakes  again, 

And  then  goes  forth. 

To  blow   around   from, 

South   to  North. 

From  East  to  West  he  will  not  stop, 

He  blows  the  downy  clouds  on  high. 

He  tries  to  blow  the  sun  away, 

Towards  the  very  end  of  day. 

MARY  LYNN  SHEDDEN— Grade   V 

A  Trip  To  Fairyland 

One  day  I  saw  Jane  Saning  with  a  book 
in  her  hand.  She  said  there  was  a  fairy  tale 
book  in  the  store  and  she  was  going  to  ex- 
change the  book  she  had  for  the  fairy  tale 
book.  I  went  too.  As  we  were  walking 
down  the  street  we  saw  a  fairy.  She  said, 
"One  of  you  can  go  but  the  other  must  stay. 
If  two  go,  the  fairy  kingdom  will  fall."  Jane 
said  that  the  fairy  kingdom  could  fall  and 
it  would  not  bother  her  a  bit.  The  fairy  was 
worried  and  said,  "The  person  who  doesn  t 
go  will  go  to  fairyland." 

Jane  said,  "I  do  not  believe  in  fairyland 
and  I  think  someone  is  playing  a  joke." 

I  said,  "I  will  stay." 

The  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  in  fairy- 
land. A  lovely  queen  sat  on  a  throne  of 
white  puffy  clouds  and  a  handsome  but  stern 
looking  king  on  a  throne  of  gold.  The 
queen  invited  me  to  a  fairy  dinner.  What 
a  feast  it  was!  Magic  giggles,  magic  happi- 
ness, and  magic  kindness  were  spread  all 
over  the  plates.  For  the  main  course  we 
had  Kippery  steak.  Kippery  is  a  beast 
found  only  in  fairyland.  He  resembles  a 
lamb  but  is  as  large  as  a  horse  and  can  hop 
like  a  kangaroo.  May-water-wine,  also 
found  only  in  Fairyland,  is  what  we  had  to 
drink.  It  comes  from  an  Oaking  tree,  a  tree 
with  red  bark  and  purple  leaves.  The  fairies 
tap  it  and  out  comes  May-water-wine. 

Then  a  fairy  ball  was  given  and  I  was 
the  guest  of  honour.  At  first  I  was  worried 
about  my  appearance.  Suddenly  the  fairy 
queen  waved  and  replaced  my  everyday 
blue  play  dress  and  old  brown  hat  with  a 
gorgeous  ball  gown  and  a  jewelled  crown 
of   gold. 

At    twelve    o'clock    I    found    myself    un- 


dressed in  my  bed.  "Of  course  it  was  only 
a  dream,"  1  thought.  I  looked  sleepilv 
around  and  I  could  hardly  believe  my  eyes 
—  there  were  the  very  same  ball  dress  and 


crown! 


SUSAN  GARBETT— Grade  IV 


Excitement  In  The  Cellar 

Jane  and  John  had  just  moved  into  a  big 
house  in  Lakeside.  One  night  Mr.  Marten, 
the  children's  father,  heard  their  dog  Zip 
barking.  Mr.  Marten  became  very  angry 
and  locked  him  in  the  cellar. 

"Father,"  Jean  called,  "what  was  all  that 
noise?" 

"I    guess    Zip    heard    something    for    he 
would  not  stop  barking.    I  locked  him  up, 
replied  Father. 

Again  Zip  barked  and  it  sounded  as  if 
he  were  in  a  dog  fight. 

Mr.  Marten  flew  down  stairs  with  the 
children  at  his  heels.  Zip  had  cornered  a 
burglar  in  the  cellar. 

Then  Mrs.  Marten  came  running  down 
the  stairs. 

"Telephone  the  police!"  shouted  her  hus- 
band. Soon  Constable  Clark  came  to  take 
the   burglar   away. 

"Mr.  Marten  said,  "Let's  go  back  to 
bed." 

Zip  slept  right  under  the  window  to  see 
that  no  more  burglars  came. 

The  next  morning  after  breakfast  the 
telephone  rang.  It  was  Constable  Clarke 
telling  Mr.  Marten  that  the  burglar  they 
had  caught  was  a  bank  robber.  "Perhaps 
some  of  the  money  is  in  your  house." 

So  the  whole  family  went  down  stairs 
to  look.  They  had  searched  for  about  an 
hour  when  Jane  let  out  a  cry.  A  loose  brick 
had  fallen  on  her  toe.  Jane  reached  in  and 
pulled  out  a  bag  which  was  full  of  fresh 
dollar  bills. 

Then  Mr.  Marten  took  it  to  the  bank 
and  the  bankman  gave  Jane  a  reward  for 
getting  the  money  back.  With  the  money 
Jane  and  John  bought  a  pony  and  Mr.  Mar- 
ten built  a  stable  for  their  pony. 

LOUISE   NEBBS— Grade   IV 


My  Pony 


My  pony  is  black  and  white, 

He  eats  roses  with  delight. 
When  I  come  to  give  him  hay, 

He  always  gives  a  gentle  neigh. 
Every  morning   I  pet  his  head, 

And  hitch  him  to  my  little  sled. 
Then  at  night  I  rub  him  over, 

And  let  him  have  a  four-leaf  clover. 
SUSAN  DANIELS— Grade  IV 


GRADE    I     IN    THE    LIBRARY 


The  Easter  Bunny 

There  was  once  a  little  boy  who  wanted 
to  make  people  happy  and  have  fun  at  the 
same  time.  So  he  took  the  Easter  eggs  his 
mother  had  bought  for  him  and  put  them 
in  a  basket.  Then  he  tied  springs  onto  his 
feet,  took  the  basket  of  eggs  and  bounced 
around  the  neighbourhood  giving  them 
away.  He  was  the  funniest  Easter  Bunny 
that  anyone  had  ever  seen. 

LISA  SHORE— Grade  I 

The  Junior  School 
Hallowe'en  Party 

Such  weird  and  wonderful  sights  Bal- 
moral Hall  saw  on  October  31,  1963,  for  it 
was  then  that  Grades  1  to  6  had  their  annual 
Halloween  Party.  To  the  regular  beat  o: 
a  marching  song,  the  Junior  School  members, 
dressed  as  goblins,  witches,  poodles,  artists, 
cats,  bunnies,  and  many  other  strange  char- 
acters, marched  around  the  gymnasium. 
Each  girl  was  called  upon  by  Miss  Murrell- 
Wright  to  introduce  herself. 

Grade  I  presented  a  song  called  "Hal- 
lowe'en Witches"  and  as  they  sang  they 
pranced  around  in  a  circle,  just  as  the  gob- 
lins, and  witches  they  were  singing  about 
would  do.  Later  on  everyone  in  the  hall 
joined  in  the  singing  of  this  catchy  Hal- 
lowe'en  song. 

With  real  expression  the  Grade  II  class 
recited  a  scarey  poem  about  witches,  pump- 
kins, and  black  cats.  A  play  called  "Please 
Mr.  Weatherman"  was  put  on  by  Grade 
III,  who  acted  in  such  a  way  that  we  felt 


as  if  we  could  hear  the  showers  talking. 
Little  Red  Riding  Hood,  a  play  in  French 
by  Grade  IV,  was  gay,  and  the  girls  spoke 
as   if   they  were   right   from   Paris. 

It  was  fun  to  watch  the  games  which 
Grade  V  played.  In  fact,  we  were  all  a 
little  jealous  that  we  were  not  able  to  par- 
ticipate. "Moon  Madness"  was  the  play 
which  Grade  VI  performed,  and  judging  by 
the  applause  it  semed  as  if  the  audience  en- 
joyed it  immensely. 

To  top  off  this  delightful  party,  cookies, 
ice-cream,  suckers,  and  apples  were  en- 
joyed. It  was  such  a  happy  event  that  the 
Junior  School  can  hardly  wait  for  twelve 
long  months  to  roll  around  and  bring  an- 
other Hallowe'en. 

RUTH  GEMMEL— Grade  VI 

I  like  the  Dr.  Seuss  books. 

I  like  the  funny  words. 

There  are  animals  I've  never  seen 

And  words  I've  never  heard. 

SUSAN  COLE— Grade  I 

I  like  the  books  of  Dr.  Seusses 
I  like  the  funny  words  he  'eusses'. 

MARCIA  CAMPBELL— Grade  I 

My  Pet 

A  pup  my  Daddie  promised  me 
And  I'm  as  happy  as  can  be. 

I  will  need  a  leash  and  a  rubber  bone  for 
my  little  dog.  She  is  going  to  be  a  Golden 
Labrador  and  I  will  call  her  Princess.  I  will 
take  her  for  a  walk  every  day  and  play  with 
her  indoors  and  outdoors.  I  will  feed  her 
every  day  too! 

LAURIE  CAMPBELL— Grade   I 
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Adventure 

One  bright  summer  morning  I  hopped 
out  of  bed,  put  on  a  bright  blue  dress,  a 
white  apron  and  a  pair  of  shoes. 

Suddenly  I  was  hit  by  a  bolt  of  light- 
ning! Instantly  I  was  reduced  to  three  and 
one  half  inches  high.  I  looked  around  for 
a  hiding  place.  Then  I  saw  a  knot  hole  in 
the  wall.    I  jumped  in. 

.  I  found  myself  in  the  hall  of  Woodsbury 
Castle,  my  home.  Very  politely  a  maid 
named  Isabella  showed  me  to  my  chambers. 
An  oak  bed  with  four  rounded  poles  held  a 
canopy  covered  with  velvet  curtains.  On 
the  bare  floor  a  single  deer  skin  rug  lay. 
The  plain  rough  walls  were  covered  with 
pictures  of  knights  in  armour  and  their 
ladies. 

My  maid  handed  me  a  nightgown  and 
departed. 

Next  morning  my  dad,  the  King,  was 
holding  a  tournament.  Excitement  was  ris- 
ing in  the  castle.  I  was  given  permission  to 
go  to  the  tents,  and  I  left.  The  Blue  Knight 
granted  my  request  and  then  I  headed  for 
bed.  Next  morning  I  awoke  and  my  adven- 
ture had  ended.       DONNA  ROGERS— Grade  V 

If  I  Were  A  Scientist 

If  I  were  a  Scientist 
Who  studied  the  stars, 
I'd  look  at  the  planets 
Like  Saturn  and  Mars. 
What  kind  of  Scientist 
Do  you  think  I  should  be? 
The  one  who  helps  children 
Is  the  one  that  suits  me. 

LOUISE  NEBBS— Grade   IV 


My  Cat  Hoji 


Hoji  plays  on  the  living  room  rug 
And  gives  every  ripple  a  great  big  tug. 
He  snuggles  up  upon  my  bed, 
And   sometimes   curls   beside   my   head. 

When  mother  tries  to  sew  a  dress 
Hoji  makes  a  dreadful  mess. 
He  jumps  about  and  paws  the  thread 
And  rolls  the  spools  beneath  the  bed. 

I  love  my  pussy  with  all  my  might 
And  when  he  goes  to  sleep  at  night 
He  purrs  and  purrs  as  if  to  say, 
"Hasn't  this  been  a  lovely  day?" 

NANCY  RUSSELL— Grade  IV 

Ukraine 

Ukraine!     Ukraine! 

My  dearest  home  of  all. 

The   rippling   of   brooks, 

The  winds  through  the  trees, 

The  orchards, 

My  home! 

Until 

Like  the  herds  of  horses, 

The   battle   was   fought. 

Now  suffering! 

The  blood  on  our  backs  from  Russian 

whips. 
Reaping  wheat. 
Hunger  drives  us  on! 
But,   our  prayers   will  be  answered. 
We  will  be  free  yet! 

SHIRLEY  STOHUN— Grade  V 
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Ballater  House 


FIFTH  ROW — L.  Catley.  A.  Riddell.  G.  Tucker,  K.  Kilgour,  S.  Noonan,  E.  Golumbia.  J.  Moody  (Head 
Girl),   T.   Nance,   E.   Scott,  J.   Cox,   S.   Kippen,  B.   McMurray. 

FOURTH  ROW — C.  Schmied,  M.  Wiley,  S.  Gille,  R.  Condo,  K.  Neilson,  P.  Glover,  S.  Bracken,  S.  Foley, 
J.   Rattray,   M.   Berry,   D.   Baron,    R.   Thomas    (Head   of   House). 

THIRD  ROW —  E.  Paterson,  B.  Catley,  J.  Ferguson,  L.  Doerr,  M.  Morrison,  E.  Wiley,  L.  Stovel,  E.  Demp- 
ster,  K.   Alexander.    E.   Roeder,   L.    Watson. 

SECOND  ROW — B.  Cole,  D.  Ferguson.  S.  Saunders.  V.  Spear,  D.  Casey,  S.  David,  C.  Spear,  C.  Templeton, 
J.   Ladin,    A.    Walton. 

FIRST  ROW — S.   Kandel.   D.   Mason.   S.    Whenham,  D.   de  Paiva,   C.    Schmidt,   L.   David,   J.    Lawson. 


Dear   Ballater, 

Many  House  Heads  have  said  before  that 
next  year's  Head  was  lucky  to  get  such  a 
wonderful  group  of  girls  to  work  with.  How 
right  they  were!  As  your  House  Head  this 
year,  I  have  really  seen  what  they  meant.  I 
have  felt  your  House  spirit,  seen  your  indi- 
vidual efforts,  and  especially  your  team 
work.  Also  I  have  got  to  know  everyone  as 
an  individual,  many  of  whom  were  just  faces 
to  me  before. 

We  started  the  year,  as  usual,  with 
Sports  Day.  Although  we  did  not  win,  you 
all  worked  well  and  I  am  sure  you  enjoyed 
yourselves.  Sports  Day  seemed  to  set  the 
pattern  for  the  other  sports,  for  in  volley- 
ball and  basketball  we  had  our  problems 
too!  Broomball  was  played  well  and  you 
were  enthusiastic.    That  is  what  counts. 

Our  share  of  success  came  in  the  Liter- 
ary Competition  and  in  the  advertising  for 
the  Magazine.  Your  conduct  was  very  good 
in  the  first  term,  although  it  went  down 
quickly  in  the  second. 

There  are  many  people  whom  I  should 
thank  for  their  efforts  and  encouragement, 
but  if  I  did  I  would  soon  run  out  of  space. 


I  would  like  to  thank  everyone  for  her  con- 
tributions in  sports,  work,  and  the  various 
competitions,  for  good  conduct  and  house 
spirit. 

I  think  in  a  letter,  although  it  is  directed 
to  the  whole  House,  the  junior  Ballaterites 
sometimes  feel  left  out.  I  have  really  en- 
joyed the  meetings  I  have  had  with  you  and 
would  like  to  thank  you  for  your  efforts. 
Keep  up  your  good  work  next  year! 

At  the  end  of  the  year,  everyone  looks 
back  with  regret  or  happiness  on  the  year 
that  has  passed.  When  I  look  back.it  is  with 
regret  for  certain  things,  but  it  is  also  with 
happiness.  I  consider  this  year  to  have  been 
my  best  year  at  B.H.  Thank  you  for  giving 
me  the  privilege  of  being  your  House  Head 
and  making  this  year  so  much  fun  for  me. 
I  hope  you  will  co-operate  as  well  with  next 
year's  House  Head  as  you  have  with  me. 
In  closing,  I  would  like  to  leave  you  with 
this  quotation  from  Aesop: 

"Be  content  with  your  lot  —  one  cannot 
be  first   in  everything.'' 

Best  of  luck  next  year,  Ballater! 
Love  to  you  all, 

RUTH  THOMAS 
Head   of  Ballater 
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Braemar  House 

Dear  Braemar, 

I  was  especially  honoured  and  proud  to 
be  elected  as  Head  of  Braemar.  It  is  a 
frightening  challenge  at  first,  but  when  I 
learned  what  an  enthusiastic  and  co-opera- 
tive group  of  girls  I  was  to  work  with,  I 
was  quite  certain  that  with  effort  we  could 
provide  stiff  competition  for  the  other 
Houses.  Several  new  members  have  joined 
our  House  this  year  and  have  added  their 
various  talents  to  help  make  our  House 
successful. 

Congratulations  to  both  Juniors  and  Sen- 
iors for  making  Braemar  achieve  first  posi- 
tion on  Sports'  Day.  This  success  provided 
the  incentive  to  continue  with  further  vic- 
tories. In  volleyball,  our  Juniors  placed  first 
and  our  Seniors  second.  In  basketball,  how- 
ever, the  wins  were  reversed,  with  our 
Juniors  standing  second  and  our  Seniors 
first.    In  broomball  we  had  similar  success. 


I  think  we  have  made  good  progress  with 
games  even  though  it  sometimes  meant  con- 
siderable badgering  on  the  part  of  our 
Games'  Captain,  Janet. 

Academically  we  have  retained  first  posi- 
tion throughout  the  year  and  so  I  have  no- 
thing to  say  here  except,  keep  up  the  good 
work!  I  would  like  to  offer  our  thanks  to 
those  who  contributed  points  by  entering, 
and,  in  some  cases,  winning,  the  Literary 
Competition  and  the  Photography  Contest. 
I  shall  quickly  skim  over  our  conduct  as  you 
know  that  there  is  nothing  to  commend 
about  it. 

I  shall  close  with  the  hope  that  your 
hard  work  and  effort  results  in  our  winning 
the  Sir  James  Aikins'  Trophy.  I  have  en- 
joyed the  experience  of  working  with  you 
and  now  wish  you  every  success  in  the 
future. 

My  love  to  you  all, 

ELIZABETH   CLOUGH 
Head  of  Braemar 


Braemar  House 


FOURTH  ROW  —  c.  Campbell,  K.  Lumax,  A.  Ritchie,  P.  Chop,  E.  Webster,  J.  Harrison,  E.  Clough 
(Head  ot  House),  R.  Kipp  (Sports'  Captain),  M.  Heywood,  J.  Pybus.  N.  Little,  J.  Dowler,  S. 
Guest,  B.  Scott. 

THIRD  ROW — P.  Smith,  V.  Slayton,  N.  Atchison,  V.  Griffiths,  E.  Reid,  P.  Johnston,  D.  Smith,  P.  Sparrow, 
S.  Cramp,  B.  Reeve,  V.  Brandy,  D.  Dickson,  D.  Roulston,  J.  Stephenson,  J.  Gilchrist,  J.  Rankin, 
M.  Greatrex. 

SECOND  ROW — E.    Wadham,    J.   Kinzie,    C.    Powell.   N.    Culver,   E.    Anderson.    C.    Richardson,    P.   Powell. 

C.  Roulston,   F.   Egerton,  P.  Reeve. 

FIRST  ROW — D.  Rogers,   L.   Murray,   D.   Stohun,   S.    Stohun,  E.   Mcintosh,    S.    Richardson,    H.   MacDonald, 

D.  Griffiths,  P.  Anderson,  H.   Davies. 
ABSENT — A.    Greatrex. 


Craig  Gowan  House 


IN   THE  TREE — M.   Pennock,   Larissa   Kowbuz,    Lydia   Kowbuz. 

FOURTH  ROW — P.   Kayser,  L.   Martyn.    V.   Dubiskey,   C.   Gourley,   J.   Brodie   (Head   of   House),   M.   Jackson 

(School   Captain),   M.   Bain,   B.   Lamont,    R.    Stewart,    K.    Alexander. 
THIRD   ROW — C.    Krueger,    E.    Kidd,   G.    Alexander.    P.    Richardson.    D.    Riley,    F.    Tanner,    S.    Beaton,    B. 

Palk,  J.  Gardner,  P.  Pennock,   J.   Riley,   L.   Trimble,   C.   Emerson,   J.   Shelmerdine,   E.   McDougall. 

P.    McGill,    M.    Bruce,    D.    Kilgour,    E.    Gosko. 
SECOND   ROW — S.  Garbett.   B.   Proctor,   J.   Evans,    C.    Armytage.   F.   Springbett,    B.   Brodie,    S.    Kennedy. 

D.   Malone,   C.    Pennock. 
FIRST    ROW — C.    Vincent,    M.    Spooner,    B.    Morris,    S.    Oberman,    N.    Russell,    H.    Hay,    C.    Thomas,    M. 

Everett,  S.  Daniels. 
ABSENT — C.    Graffin. 

GIVEN:  36  girls  in  36  kilts  and  1  Sports 
Captain  ,  Kay.  5  business  like  meetings 
per  week. 

TO  PROVE:      THERE'S  A  TIGER  IN    CRAIG  GOWAN! 


There  s  a  Tiger  in  Craig  Gowan 
And  on  Sports  Day  when  he  roared, 
We  were  down  the  field  like  lightning. 
And  for  Second  place  we  scored. 


Literary   Competition? 
To  the  Tiger's  great  surprise. 
We  were  witty,  "pitty"   clever 
And  they  handed  us  First  prize. 


We  were  runners-up  in  Broomball 
And  in  Basketball,  the  same. 
In  Volleyball?   —    The  victors! 
O,  the  Tigers  hard  to  tame! 


Swinging  kilts  and  work  and  laughter, 
But  we  must  not  overlook, 
That  we  seemed  to  —  rather  often  — 
Autograph   the  Conduct   Book! 


Friendship's   face,    that   I'll   remember. 
Willing  hearts  when  we  were  down, 
Girls  who  hold  the  yellow  banner 
You're  the  Tiger  in  Craig  Gowan! 


JOANNE  BRODIE 
'  Head  of  Craig  Gowan 
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To  Glen  Gairn  — 

How  impossible  a  task  it  is  to  set  down 
in  a  few  words  all  my  thoughts  —  the  en- 
couragements, the  praises,  the  disappoint- 
mentsi  the  hopes  —  which  I  have  had  this 
year.  Every  smile,  greeting  or  wink  I  re- 
ceive each  morning  —  but  of  course,  not  on 
the  way  to  prayers!  ■ —  makes  each  day  a 
little  brighter.  Looking  back  to  the  begin- 
ning of  this  year,  I  recall  many  happy  mo- 
ments. 

How  well  do  I  remember  Sports'  Day 
with  our  terrific  house  spirit,  and  enthus- 
iasm! Can  any  of  you  remember  how  many 
times  we  sang  our  House  cheer!  Everyone's 
bright  smiles,  loud  yells,  and  good  sports- 
manship, made  up  for  the  fact  that  we  did 
not  place  first.  During  the  rest  of  the  term, 
our  luck  seemed  to  change.  We  won  our 
Senior  volleyball  games.  Thank  you,  Juniors, 
for  showing  your  interest  in  the  games,  and 
learning  so  quickly! 

Wham!  One  split  second  made  the  dif- 
ference, eh  Kay!  Although  the  Seniors  tried 
hard,  we  placed  second  in  broomball,  but 
the  Juniors  with  their  terrific  enthusiasm,  de- 
served their  well-fought  victory.  In  Basket- 
ball,   likewise,    the    Seniors    tried    extremely 


hard,  but  it  was  the  Juniors  who  placed  first. 
I  remember  how  often  I  emphasized  enter- 
ing the  Literary  Competition,  but  it  w  a  s 
worth  while  since  many  of  our  entries  won. 
Ping-Pong  and  badminton,  which  are  not 
yet  completed,  are  yet  to  be  won.  Thank 
you,  everyone,  for  entering;  we  had  the 
largest  number  of  entry  points.  This  second 
term  has  been  most  successful  since  we 
placed  second,  behind  Braemar,  by  only  four 
points!     Keep   it  up,  Glen   Gairn! 

Although  this  last  term  has  just  started. 
I  know  that  everyone  will  show  as  much 
interest  in  the  House  as  she  did  during  the 
second  term.  With  swimming  and  soft  ball 
ahead  of  us,  I  hope  that  Glen  Gairn  will  suc- 
ceed in  taking  the  lead!  Even  if  we  do  not 
succeed,  I  shall  still  be  proud  of  Glen  Gairn. 
This  year,  I  think,  that  everyone  is  really 
eager  to  do  something  for  Glen  Gairn:  the 
Juniors  seem  unable  to  do  enough  for  the 
House!  Keep  up  the  House  Spirit,  "you 
Guys!"  Thank  you,  Penny,  Hutch,  and 
Marsh,  for  all  your  help!  Good  luck  to 
everyone! 

Love  from 


SANDY  alias  "VILLIS" 
Head  of  Glen  Gairn 


Glen  Gairn  House 


BACK  ROW — M.  Dangerfield,  L.  Ruttan,  S.  Hutchings,  J.  Truman,  D.  Lansky,  E.  Hundevad,  S.  Spohn, 
S.  Willis  (Head  of  House),  D.  Silvester,  D.  Nesbitt,  A.  Hunt,  E.   Brereton,  M.  Dickson,  J.  Gill. 

THIRD  ROW — S.  Osier,  V.  Swan,  J.  Mainwaring,  J.  Gattey,  M.  Marshall,  L.  Bullock,  C.  Hunt,  M.  Francis. 
T.  Wheeler,   C.   Hamilton,  L.   Morris,   C.  Wiebe,   S.  Majury,   L.   Arnett,   D.  McKeag. 

SECOND  ROW — B.    Knight,   L.   Gattey,   D.   Majury,   J.   Briggs,    A.    Gardner,    J.   Kent. 

FIRST  ROW — A.  Wood,  H.  Carter,  M.  Shedden,  D.  McKeag,  M  Aykroyd,  E.  Haworth,  M.  Guy,  H.  Straw- 
bridge,   D.   Steidle,   R.  Gemmel,   B.  Campbell,   K.  Lederman,    L.   Nebbs. 

ABSENT — P.    McDonald.    M.    Andison,    G.    Matthews. 
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CLASS  NOTES 


A  Few  Words  from  "Eleven" 

Kay  A:  "A  stitch  in  time  saved  a  line."' 
Marlene:   "Where  was  I  at  noon?" 
Marg.:  "I  wonder  where  my  glasses  are." 
Elizabeth   B.:    "Next   year   I    will   get   my 

licence." 
Joanne   B.:    "If   you   can't    grow   one,   dye 

a  mop." 
Marsha:  "If  only  we  could  wear  jeans  to 

school." 
Mary:    "I'm    the    fastest    compass    in    the 

West." 
Susan  F:   "I  demand  to  be  heard.' 
Cathie:    (chasing  her  car)   "Stop!" 
Sue  G.:   "Macbeth?  Who's  he?" 
Janet:   "Oh!" 
Maureen:  "Don't  move!   I've  dropped  my 

contact!" 
Sue  H.:  "I  started  the  guitar  because  .  .  ." 
Pam:   "Bless  you!" 

Kathie  K.:   "I  think,   so  to  speak  .   .  ." 
Roberta:  "They  say  they  love  me." 
Bonnie:  "Well,  today  I  read  .  .  ." 
Kay  I.:  "There  was  a  letter  from  Bob  and 

Bill  and  Pete  and  .  .  ." 
Penny:   "I  will  have  a  tidy  desk   —   next 

year." 
Barbara:   "Give  that  hair  back!" 
Ethel:   "Just  another  letter  from  R.M.C." 
Sheryl:  "What  happened  to  the  pony-tail 

fad?" 
Jo  P.:  "He  makes  me  so  mad!" 
Jessica:   "Your  problem  is  psychological. 
Elizabeth  S.:  "My  ears  are  not  showing. 
Ruth  S.:    "I   am   a   Beatle   fan." 
Ruthie  T.:   "The   smaller,   the   better." 
Elizabeth    W.:    "Hey!" 


At  Nine 

Early  in  the  morning  in  the  town  of 
Emerson  on  Pennock  Lake,  Gill  and  Scott 
Shelmerdine  were  preparing  for  a  fishing 
trip,  and  were  lamenting  the  loss  of  the 
Bullock  to  carry  their  supplies. 

Francis,  the  maid,  having  packed  lunches 
and  given  orders  to  the  Gardner  about  her 
tulip  bed,  set  off  to  Griffiths'  butcher  shop 
for  a  Wad  of  ham. 

Turning  down  Gilchrist  Road,  she  re- 
cognized Catley,  the  Reeve,  driving  his  old 
Riley  at  a  dangerous  speed.  He  was  chasing 
Majury,  that  runaway  student  from  McGUl. 
Francis  thought,  "Why  don't  they  leave 
hiM  alone?  If  they  keep  up  the  chase,  he 
will  no  doubt  go  to  Graffin  Island,  as  Roul- 
ston  and  Williams  had  done." 

At  Griffiths',  Hamilton  McDougall  was 
talking  about  Wiebe,  the  new  pianist  in 
Alexander's  ragtime  band. 

On  her  way  home,  Francis  met  her  old 
friend  Miss  Slayton  from  Morris,  who  was 
visiting  Miss  Dempster.  As  ready  as  ever  to 
give  advice,  Miss  Slayton  said,  "I  hope 
your  new-fangled  Stove'l  be  hot  enough  to 
cook  a  ham." 

"Never  mind,"  thought  Francis,  "I  can 
Reid  the  paper  in  peace  when  I  get  home." 

Eight's  A.  B.  C. 

A  is  for  "Army"  who  is  never  alert 

B  is  for  Brodie,  the  Grade  VIII  flirt 

C  is  for  Campbell,  our  super-size 

D  is  for  Dickson  of  the  merry  brown  eyes 

E  is  for  enemies  —   that's  not  Gattey  and 

Doerr 
F  is  for  "Ferg"  who  is  never  a  bore 
G  is  for  Greatrex  who  is  leaving  us  soon 
H  is  for  Hunt  who  laughs  like  a  loon 
I  for  intelligence  which   stars  in  Kippen 
J  for  Jolly  —  the  mood  we  shall  keep  in 
K  is  for  Krueger  who  in  Latin  is  leadin' 
L  is  for  little  —  our  Sherry  Beaton 
M  is  for  Mainwaring  who  hasn't  a   care 
N  is  for  novice  —  when  Cox  curls  her  hair 
O  for  original  —  that's  our  Springbett 
P  for  Powell  whose  hair's  rarely  set 
Q  is  for  quiet  in  which  "Mer"  and  "Pat"  fail 
R  is  for  Red  Rock  from  where  Dawn  hails 
S  is  for  Swan  and  her  Latin  remedy 
T  is  for  Twist   —   that  means  our  "Syd" 

Kennedy 
U  is  for  'umble  —   that  is  M.  Marshall 
V  for  veracity  —   on  Smith  we  can  call 
W  is  for  Wiley  who  at  B.H.  is  not  new 
X,  Y,  Z  we  leave  to  you! 
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Channel  10  News 

U.S.  Senator  Gille  conferred  with  Prime 
Minister  Johnston  and  Ottawa's  leading 
Senator  Glover  concerning  the  battle  for 
the  Presidency  of  the  Fitness  Council  be- 
tween S.  Bracken  and  P.  Pennock.  Ambas- 
sador Trimble  of  the  Information  Agency 
and  Secretary  Tucker  met  with  Residence 
Minister  Atchison  on  a   geometrical  matter. 

Geographer  Tanner  has  just  ordered  }. 
Dowler's  best-seller  "Donna's  Lost  in  the 
Barrens, "  while  Assistant  M.  Wiley  recom- 
mended "Toni  Stovel  —  Immigrant  from 
Silver  Heights." 

In  fashion  news,  Diana  is  dyeing  to  be 
different,  Rosemary  wants  to  dye  to  be  dif- 
ferent, and  Midge  has  chosen  a  Beatle  hair- 
do. Mary  Bruce  has  been  elected  the  best- 
dressed  woman,  while  Sally  finds  Robin- 
watching  more  appealing. 

In  the  Oscar  predictions,  Alixe  Hunt  has 
been  nominated  as  best  supporting  actress 
for  her  role  in.  "Don't  Work  Now;  Pay 
Later."  Nancy  Little  and  Teddi  Nance  are 
battling  for  "best  actress"  for  their  parts  in 
the  same  production. 

Sports  Headlines  —  Teddi  Wheeler  is 
the  new  short-stop  of  the  Midget  Baseball 
League.  M.  Andison  is  practising  gymnas- 
tics for  the  1972  Olympics.  Elaine  wants 
to  enter  also,  but,  alas,  selling  light-bulbs  is 
not  an  Olympic  event. 

Local  News  —  Tonight  Ditte  Lansky  is 
singing  with  the  famed  dancing  couple, 
Bunny  and  Jane  in  "Grim  Fairy  Tales". 
Sue  Cramp  will  render  the  Highland  Fling 
accompanied  by  Kathy  on  ukelele.  Refresh- 
ments will  be  supplied  by  Vivian. 

This  is  your  reporter,  Deanna  Silvester, 
signing   off. 

Detention  —  Prevention 

It  is  the  custom  in  our  school 
If  a  pupil  breaks  the  rule, 

—  Detention. 

Talking  in  the  corridor, 
Books  or  pencils  on  the  floor, 

—  Detention. 

Scribbling  on  the  blackboard  green, 
If  in  class  you  chance  to  dream, 

—  Detention. 

If  your  homework  is  not  done, 
If  your  duties  you  should  shun, 

—  Detention. 


Although  detention's  but  a  cure, 
Here's  my  advice  if  you'd  be  pure, 
—   Attention! 

BEVERLY  KNIGHT— Grade  VII 

Seven's 
Memorable  February 

On  the  1st  day  of  February,  Anne  hung  up 

the  phone 
On  the  2nd  day,  Elizabeth  left  her  hair  alone 
On  the  3rd  day,  Rye  had  nothing  to  say 
On  the  4th  day,  Ferg  curled  her  hair  so  gay 
On  the  5th  day,  Connie  had  a  date 
On  the  6th  day,   Claire  said,  "Hurry;   we'll 

be  late." 
On  the  7th  day,  Jill  Kent  didn't  read  a  page 
On  the  8th  day,  Jane  Evans  flew  into  a  rage 
On  the  9th  day,  Susan  off  her  horse  did  fall 
On  the  10th  day,  Anne  Walton  didn't  swim 

at  all 
On  the    11th   day,   Linda  of   the  Beatles  did 

not  talk 
On   the    12th  day,  Beverly   forgot  her   piece 

by  Bach 
On  the   13th  day,  Anne  Lawson  her  horses 

did  forget 
On  the  14th,  Barb  Palk  missed  the  show  at 

the   Met 
On  the   15th  day,  Sue  Saunders  talk  came 

to  an  end 
On  the  16th  day,  Carolyn  was  with  an  un- 
welcome friend 
On  the   17th,   Barb  Proctor  said,   "Don't  go 

to  my  dad." 
On  the  18th,  Jennifer  this  day  was  sad 
On  the  19th,  Nancy  detested  Paul's  guitar 
On  the  20th,  Pam  was  the  smallest  girl  by 

far 
On  the  21st,  the  twinkle  left  Diana's  eye 
On  the  22nd,  Cathy  remembered  to  wear  a 

tie 
On  the  23rd,  Janis's  nose  did  not  bleed 
On   the   24th.   Trish,   the   Guide,   forgot   her 

good  deed 
On  the  25th.  Lynn  had  plenty  to  say 
On  the  26th,  Jane  didn't  go  to  Art  that  day 
On  the  27th,  Joan  Rankin  shrank  in  size 
On   the   28th,   Sue    David   won   the   "silent" 

prize 
On  the  29th,  Gillian  said  an  unkind  word. 
But    when    the    month    was    over,    another 

voice  was  heard; 
For  as  Grade  VII  were  leaping  through  the 

year, 
Helen   King    from    Boston   came    to   join    us 
here. 


Residence  INotes 


A  Day  In  Dalton  House 

As  the  first  rays  of  sunlight  creep  over 
her  window  sill  at  5:30,  Marilyn  pulls  out 
her  book.  At  seven  Jane  jumps  out  of  bed 
with  the  bell  and  Elspeth  finally  pulls  her- 
self out  half  an  hour  later.  At  breakfast, 
Marianne  sits  quietly  day-dreaming  while 
Barbara  chats  away  and  Milo  attacks  her 
cheese  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  mouse. 

With  the  12:40  bell  one  catches  a 
glimpse  of  Sydney's  red  hair  in  the  mad  dash 
for  mail.  Judy,  arriving  first,  hides  some 
letters  behind  her  back  as  the  Gattey  sisters 
walk  away  with  parcels  and  letters  by  the 
dozen  and  Carol  asks,  "Who  took  all  my 
mail?''  At  lunch  Christiane  whips  out  the 
ketchup  and  Helen  tries  to  remember  to  use 
her  knife. 

At  four  o'clock  Linda,  Lydia  and  Joyce 
can  be  found  outside,  skipping.  Later  Anne 
goes  swimming,  Jenny  plays  her  organ  and 
Deirdre  plunks  away  on  her  uke.  Rene, 
Marion,  and  Elaine  arrive  back  from  the 
Library  bearing  large  piles  of  books. 

At  dinner  we  find  Dawn  first  in  line. 
During  the  meal  Bonnie  sticks  ever  faith- 
fully for  her  diet.  Larissa  as  usual  comes 
in  late,  and  Ellen  leaves  for  ballet  twenty 
minutes   later. 

Just  before  lights  out  Liz  dashes  into 
someone's  room  to  "gab."  Energetic  Frances 
bounces  on  her  bed.  With  the  last  light 
out,  Mrs.  Evans  breaths  a  sigh  of  relief. 


If  I  Were  King 

If  I  were  king  over  all  the  world 
I'd  sit  on  my  throne  and  never  grow  old, 
I'd  whip  the  people  for  things  done  wrong 
And  lash  them  twice  for  not  singing  a  song. 

I'd  give  the  folk  of  France,  Spain  and  Italy 
Homes  to  live  in;  to  live  in  privily; 
This  I  would  do,  without  any  heed 
And  they  my  people,  would  have  no  need. 

LYDIA  KOWBUZ— Grade  VI 


The  Dalton  House 
Hit  Parade 

Sue  Cramp  —  "Don't  Bother  Me!" 
Vivian    Brandy   —    "That's   the  Way 

Boys  Are" 
Diana  Kilgour   —  "Shy  Girl" 
Sue  Gille  —  "Runaround  Sue!" 
Teddie  Nance  —   "What  Kind  of  Fooi 

Am  I?" 
Toni  Stovel   —   "Hippy,  Hippy  Shake" 
Ditte  Lansky  —   "Summer  Holiday" 
Nancy  Atchison   —   "Kissin'  Cousins" 
Sheryl   Noonan   —    "I   Could  Have 

Danced  All  Night" 
Bonnie  Lamont  —  "Some  Enchanted 

Evening" 
Sue  Foley  —  "Devil  or  Angel?" 
Elizabeth  Scott   —    "I  Should  Try   to 

Forget" 
Ethel  Nanton  —  "I've  Told  Every  Little 

Star" 
Ruth   Thomas  —   "Forget  Him" 
Kay  Lumax  —  "James,  James:  Hold  the 

Ladder  Steady" 
Patsy   Glover   ■ —    "Old   Langside    (Auld 

Langsyne!)" 

The  Woods 

I  like  the  woods  so  dark  and  deep; 
And  the  leaves  that  crackle  beneath  my 

feet, 
Over  all  is  the  sky;  beside  is  the  sea; 
Above  are  the  birds,  making  songs  for  me. 

Then  at  dusk,  when  the  stars  appear, 
My  woods  are  filled  with  a  silent  fear. 
Gulls  shriek  above;  sounds  pierce  the  air, 
Shadows  lurk  by  the   fire's  bright  glare. 

And  as  the  gleaming  moon  so  pale, 
Gently  floats  o'er  hill  and  dale; 
Her  silver  cloak,   her  mantle   grey, 
Envelopes  the  world  in  a   peaceful  way. 

I've  seen  the  woods,  so  dark  and  deep. 
I've  felt  leaves  crackle  beneath  my  feet. 
I've  seen  the  sky  hanging   over  the  sea, 
And  I've  heard  the  birds  singing  songs  for 
me. 

MARILYN  WILLIAMS— Grade   IX 


39 


Adieu  To  Aikins 

Aikins'  House  is  the  place 

Where  you  will  find  a  friendly  face; 

Not  only  one,  but,  all  told,  twelve  — 

Now  into  their  past  we  shall  delve. 

"Patty.  Patty,  please  help  me  .  .  ." 

"Sure,  I'll  help  ya  —  for  a  fee!" 

Lizzy    prefers   to   roam  incognito, 

Her  "shades"  at  night  are  real  beat  -  o. 

Vera's  a  genuine  Doukhobor 

But,  all  she  does  at  night  is  snore! 

If  detentions  —  it's  Liz  there  — 

Light  on,   and   curling   hair. 

Marcia,  our   "librarian"   fair, 

Likes  those  packages  sent  by  "CARE." 

Lynda's  bed  is  full  of  humps; 

Cookie  crumbs  and  sugar  lumps. 

Moody,  a  visitor  to  our  abode. 

Is  now   familiar  with  our  "campaign 

code." 
Here's  the  question  about  our  Dee, 
"Does  she,  or  doesn't  she?" 
Anne's   forever  singing  a   song, 
But   the   key  is  always   wrong. 
If  hot  water  you  might  need, 
It's  been  taken  by  Carol  Schmied. 
When  the  breakfast  bell  goes  at  a 

quarter  to  8 
Lorna  cries  out,  "It  can't  be  that  latei' 
On  the  second  floor  is  Sandy, 
But  on  the  stairs  she's  always  "handy." 
Now  that  our  tale  has  all  been  told, 
Into   the  pages  we  shall   fold; 
Then  to  retire  as  quiet  as  a  "mouse." 
From  our  old  beloved  Aikins'   House. 


lo:ooeM- 


PATRICIA   CHOP 


Many  a  boarder  of  former  years  will 
join  with  us,  as  we  say  goodbye  and  best 
wishes  to  Miss  McMillan  who  leaves  us  in 
June.  Since  the  days  of  Rupert's  Land,  Miss 
McMillan  has  been  helping  to  make  us 
"ladies",  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  many  of 
us  will  be  more  acceptable  graduates  of  this 
school  because  of  her.  Thank  you,  Miss 
McMillan. 

Coventry  Cathedral 

It  was  our  privilege  during  the  occasion 
of  Sir  Basil  Spence's  visit  to  The  Festival 
of  the  Arts  at  the  University  of  Manitoba, 
to  borrow  the  film  on  Coventry  Cathedral, 
and  at  the  same  time  our  Library  featured 
a  display  of  pictures  and  information. 

In  the  Cathedral  church  of  St.  Michael, 
Coventry,  a  charred  cross  was  raised  to  the 
altar,  just  as  it  had  fallen  during  an  air-raid 
in  World  War  II.  Ten  years  later,  a  com- 
petition was  opened  to  anyone  in  the  British 
Commonwealth  to  design  a  new  cathedral 
with  the  altar  as  its  main  theme.  Sir  Basil 
Spence  won  the  competition  and  became  the 
architect  of  a  modern  cathedral  which 
blends  with  the  ruins  of  the  centuries  old 
St.  Michael's  which  it  joins. 

The  new  Coventry  Cathedral  gave  many 
artists  an  opportunity  to  contribute  their 
talents.  Dominating  the  plain,  sandstone  ex- 
terior is  Sir  Jacob  Epstein's  bronze  cast  of 
St.  Michael  triumphing  over  the  chained 
devil,  which  depicts  the  human  struggle  be- 
tween good  and  evil.  The  plate-glass  en- 
trance with  delicate  etchings  of  angels  and 
saints,  screens  the  great  tapestry  above  the 
altar  within,  and  yet  lets  it  be  seen  from 
without. 

This  seventy-foot-high  tapestry,  "Christ 
enthroned,"  is  the  focal  point  of  the  interior. 
Around  Christ  are  the  four  winged  beasts 
from  the  Book  of  Revelations,  representing 
the  four  disciples,  and  at  Christ's  feet  is  a 
life-size  figure  of  man  which  appears  like 
a  miniature.  The  stained-glass  windows 
that  cannot  be  seen  from  the  entrance  ot 
the  cathedral,  but  only  from  the  altar,  glo- 
rify the  tapestry  and  altar.  Their  array  of 
colours  represents  the  stages  man  passes 
through  in  life  and  into  eternity.  With  the 
tapestry  and  brilliant  stained  glass  windows 
which  extend  from  floor  to  ceiling,  the 
Cathedral,  as  a  building,  enshrines  the  altar. 

SHERYL    NOONAN 
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Music  Notes 

Thanksgiving  Service 

At  the  Thanksgiving  Service  on  Octo- 
ber 1 1 ,  Balmoral  Hall  students  for  the  first 
time  wore  the  new  uniform,  the  Hunting 
McLean  tartan  kilt.  Parents  and  friends  of 
the  school  gathered  in  the  gymnasium,  which 
was  decorated  in  the  traditional  harvest 
theme  with  pumpkins,  squash,  marrow  and 
sheaves  of  grain.  The  service  included  a 
Litany,  and  hymns  of  thanks  and  praise. 
The  Choir  sang  "Triumph.  Thanksgiving!" 
and  the  Dutch  Anthem,  "We  Gather  To- 
gether." During  the  Service,  the  first  new 
Prefects  of  the  year  were  appointed,  and 
given  their  cords  of  office. 

JEAN  TRUMAN 

Family  Pop  Concerts 

Several  of  the  boarders  have  attended 
some  of  the  family  pop  concerts  on  Sun- 
days. This  year  there  will  be  ten  concerts 
conducted  by  Mr.  Feldbrill  at  the  Auditor- 
ium. The  programme  always  features  a 
great  variety  in  music,  from  country  folk 
dances  to  great  symphonies.  At  one  concert 
they  played  the  Zampa  Overture,  which  Mr. 
Feldbrill  said  was  very  popular  when  he 
was  young,  the  First  Movement  of  the  Lon- 
don Symphony  by  Haydn,  Four  Scottish 
Dances,  a  piece  by  Mozart  and  the  Blue 
Danube  Waltz.  After  the  last  piece,  a  thun- 
der of   applause   echoed   through   the    audi- 


torium and  would  not  stop  until  the  first  of 
the  Scottish  dances  was  played  again.  A 
collection  is  taken  at  these  concerts  to  en- 
able them  to  continue.  I  was  not  at  all  sur- 
prised to  see  that  the  auditorium  was  almost 
full,  and  I  was  interested  to  notice  that  there 
are  quite  as  many  young  people  attending 
as  adults. 

CAROL  EMERSON— Grade  IX 

The  Christmas  Service 

The  soft  light  of  eight  glowing  Christ- 
mas trees  filtered  through  the  still  darkness 
of  the  gymnasium  to  create  a  serene  and 
solemn  atmosphere.  Parents  and  friends 
silently  admired  the  festive  decorations  un- 
til the  School  processed  into  the  gymnasium 
for  our  Christmas  Service.  The  Choir, 
whose  faces  were  illuminated  by  the  flicker- 
ing candles  which  they  carried,  led  the 
School  and  the  guests  in  singing  the  tradi- 
tional carol,  "Once  in  Royal  David's  City." 

After  the  Opening  Prayer,  each  Grade 
and  the  Choir  presented  carols  which  thrill- 
ed every  listener  with  awesome  joy.  As  the 
curtains  slowly  opened,  attention  was  turn- 
ed towards  the  stage.  During  the  Nativity 
Story,  the  Magnificat  and  passages  from 
the  Bible  were  spoken  by  students  while  in 
the  background  familiar  carols  were  softly 
sung  by  the  School  Choir. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  Nativity  Story, 
the  congregation  was  requested  to  join  in 
singing,  "O  Come,  All  Ye  Faithful,"  and 
following  this,  the  Closing  Prayers  and 
Benediction  were  said.  As  the  recessional 
hymn,  "The  First  Nowell,"  sounded  to  the 
rafters  above,  many  present  secretly  thought 
that  this  year's  Service  had  been  the  love- 
liest one  of  all. 

CATHERINE   GOURLEY 

Symphony  Concert 

On  Tuesday,  November  19,  Grades 
Seven,  Eight  and  Nine  attended  a  sym- 
phony concert  illustrating  orchestral  uses  of 
folk  music  at  different  periods. 

The  first  selection  was  from  "The  Bar- 
tered Bride"  by  Smetana.  It  was  especially 
interesting  because  of  a  variation  in  tempo 
from  a  quiet  beginning  in  the  strings  to  a 
slow  ending  with  the  full  orchestra. 

Mr.  Feldbrill  then  told  us  a  little  about 
Bach,  saying  that  when  he  lived  there  were 
no  symphonies.  The  orchestra  then  played 
the  "Gigue"  from  the  Third  Suite  as  an  ex- 
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ample  of  the  music  Bach  wrote  for  country 
people  to  dance  to.  It  was  a  gay  piece  play- 
ed mostly  by  the  strings,  but  with  a  part  for 
two  oboes  and  another  for  three  trumpets. 

Then  followed  the  last  movement  from 
Haydn's  "London  Symphony"  and  a  "Scot- 
tish Dance"  by  Malcolm  Arnold.  "The  Edge 
of  the  World"  by  John  Weinzweig  describ- 
ed the  Eskimos  in  the  North  and  gave  a 
feeling   of  loneliness. 

The  concert  ended  with  the  Polovtsian 
Dances  from  "Prince  Igor."  They  portray 
a  wild  celebration  by  an  invading  Asian 
tribe  in  twelfth  century  Russia.  This  lively 
piece  was  loudly  applauded,  and  made  a 
good  climax  to  the  afternoon. 

VICKI  GRIFFITHS— Grade   IX 


Springtime 


Dull   and   dismal  is   today. 
So  we  can't  go  out  to  play. 
On  the  dirty  window  pane, 
Pitter  patter  goes  the  rain. 

But   robins   chirp,   and  swoop   to  say 
Tomorrow  will  be  a  bright  Spring   day. 
With   flowers   gay  and   colourful, 
Sunshine  bright  and  beautiful, 
And  green  grass  swaying   in  the  wind. 

DONNA  STOHUN— Grade  IV 

"Shakespeare 
Goes  To  School" 

On  November  1st,  the  students  of 
Grades  Nine  to  Twelve  were  fortunate  in 
having  some  players  from  the  Manitoba 
Theatre  centre  at  the  School  to  perform 
excerpts  from  Shakespeare's  plays. 

The  scenes  they  took  from  "Twelfth 
Night"  in  which  Malvolio.  the  gloomy  stew- 
ard of  Olivia,  finds  the  letter  purporting  to 
be  from  his  mistress,  were  very  good.  Every- 
one especially  enjoyed  the  antics  of  Maria, 
Sir  Toby  and  Andrew  Aquecheek  as  they 
watched  Malvolio  make  a  fool  of  himself 
by  carrying  out  the  letter's  instructions. 

Next,  the  actors  performed  a  condensed 
version  of  Hamlet.  Although  very  short,  the 
performance  was  much  appreciated,  espe- 
cially by  Grade  Twelve. 

A  bit  of  extra  amusement  was  added  by 
the  portrayal  of  "time  passing"  by  one  of 
the  actors.    Starting  at  one  end  of  the  stage. 


he  crawled  through  babyhood,  and  slowly 
raised  himself  to  his  full  height  —  manhood. 
He  then  began  to  crouch  as  an  old  man,  and 
finally  fell  dead. 

The  last  performance  was  a  scene  from 
"Henry  IV,  Part  I,"  in  which  Falstaff  tells 
Prince  Hal  of  his  encounter  with  the  robbers. 
As  his  exaggerations  grew,  so  did  the  de- 
light of  the  audience,  and  this  scene  receiv- 
ed the  greatest  applause. 

At  the  beginning,  the  actors  had  told  us 
that  they  hoped  to  show  young  people  that 
Shakespeare's  plays  can  be  just  as  dramatic 
and  amusing  now  as  they  were  in  Elizabeth- 
an times.  Judging  by  the  eagerness  with 
which  they  were  received,  I  think  that  these 
players  certainly  achieved  their  purpose. 

KATHRYN  NEILSON 

Four  American  Plays 

On  Friday,  February  14,  the  Young 
Theatre  Group  returned  with  excerpts  from 
four  plays.  The  first,  "Our  Town,"  gave 
a  vivid  picture  of  how  the  activities  of  a 
small  town  proceed  unchanged  through  the 
years.  Each  successive  generation  performs 
the  same  actions,  with  no  progress  seeming 
to  have  been  made. 

The  next  selection  was  an  adaptation  of 
the  autobiography  of  Anne  Frank.  This 
moving  story  shows  how  Anne  maintained 
her  bubbling  personality  and  became  a  sym- 
bol of  joy  to  her  family. 

Scenes  from  "Death  of  a  Salesman" 
showed  the  tragedy  of  a  man's  basing  his 
life  on  materialistic  principles.  He  brought 
up  his  children  to  worship  success  and  its 
benefits,  yet  each  in  his  own  way  is  disil- 
lusioned. 

The  final  scene  from  "The  American 
Dream"  represented  another  tragedy  of  mis- 
taken values.  In  a  conversation  between 
a  typical  American  couple  about  what  each 
has  done  during  the  day.  the  character  of 
the  woman  is  revealed.  By  dwelling  upon 
the  fact  that  she  got  the  very  hat  she  wanted 
by  creating  a  fuss  at  the  shop,  she  tries  to 
impress  upon  her  husband  that  she  can  get 
things  done  and  he  cannot.  In  fact,  she 
shows  herself  to  be  a  subtly  vicious,  schem- 
ing person. 

We  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  group  and 
hope  that  next  year  we  may  have  another 
such  afternoon. 

JANET    HARRISON 
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Balmoral's  Pirate  Ship 

Early  in  November  our  initiation  party 
was  held  in  the  gymnasium.  Jane  Moody  as 
the  pirate  chief,  and  her  crew  of  prefect- 
pirates  organized  a  Pirate  Ship  loaded  with 
captives  from  many  lands.  The  youngest 
slaves,  Grade  VII,  came  from  Mother  Goose 
Land  and  we  saw  a  few  scenes  from  Fan- 
tasia. The  construction  of  "Jack's  House" 
and  "The  Owl  and  the  Pussy  Cat"  and 
"The  King's  Breakfast"  were  among  the  co- 
lourful scenes.  The  unfortunate  Grade 
VIII's  laboured  to  clean  the  clothes  of  the 
pirates  in  a  Chinese  Laundry.  Excellent 
dancing  ability  was  shown  by  Grade  IX, 
with  grass  skirts  and  music  providing  a 
good  background  for  the  Hawaiian  dancing. 
The  Grade  X  Cossacks  did  their  best  in  a 
display  of  Russian  dancing.  The  oldest  cap- 
tives from  XI  and  XII  were  too  tired  to  do 
anything  but  sing.  In  their  song,  all  the 
school  activities  were  mentioned,  and  the 
pirate  chiefs,  who  were  meanwhile  playing 
cards  and  drinking,  became  overcome.  To 
end  this  gala  evening,  the  crew  of  Bal- 
moral's Pirate  Ship  gave  their  version  of 
the  song,  "Tiptoe  Through  the  Tulips."  It 
was  very  suitably  titled  "Stomping  Through 
the  Cross  Bones."  After  refreshments,  the 
Grade  XI's  led  everyone  in  a  Hootenanny, 
and  so  one  more  exciting  initiation  came 
to  an  end. 

DITTE  LANSKY, 
SUSAN   BRACKEN 


Play  Time 


We  have  such  fun 

When  our  work  is  done; 

We  run  in  the  hay 

To  have  our  play. 

When  mother   calls 

We  run  down  the  hall; 

Then  run  to  the  table 

As  fast  as  we're  able. 

When   dinner  is   over 

We  play  with  Rover, 

Then  put  our  clothes  in  a  heap 

And  go  to  bed  and  to  sleep. 

ALLISON  WOOD— Grade  III 

A  Parcel 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  poor 
widow  who  lived  in  a  hut.  She  was  expect- 
ing a  parcel  for  her  birthday. 

The  parcel  had  a  long  trip.  It  came  by 
boat  from  one  of  her  friends.  All  of  a  sud- 
den the  boat  gave  a  jerk.  The  parcel  drop- 
ped off  the  boat  and  floated  along  the  water 
till  it  came  to  a  dock.  A  boy  picked  it  up 
and  gave  it  to  his  mother.  His  mother  read 
the  address  and  said  it  belonged  to  the 
widow  whose  house  was  just  four  miles 
away. 

The  boy's  mother  took  it  to  the  widow's 
house.  The  widow  opened  it  and  it  was  a 
box  filled  with  jewels.  She  gave  half  of  the 
jewels  to  the  boy  and  his  mother  for  being 
so  honest.  The  widow  was  never  poor  again 
because  the  jewels  were  precious. 

BARBARA  MORRIS— Grade  III 
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Grade  V  At  Seven  Sisters 

Grade  V  met  at  the  School  at  10:30 
a.m.  on  Saturday,  April  25th.  It  took  us  two 
hours  to  get  to  Seven  Sisters  from  Winni- 
peg and  as  soon  as  we  arrived  we  wen; 
looking  for  a  place  to  eat.  We  found  two 
tables  and  a  hut,  brought  all  the  food  and 
sat  down  to  eat.  There  was  a  little  scream 
and  Cathy  jumped  off  the  bench.  A  bee  had 
landed  on  her  root-beer  bottle.  A  scream 
came  from  Ellen  and  she  grabbed  her  lunch 
and  ran  to  the  hut.  Donna  looked  at  Ellen's 
place  and  yelled,  "A  spider!"  After  lunch 
Miss  Martin  looked  at  her  watch  and  ex- 
claimed, "My  goodness,  we're  supposed  to 
be  at  the  power  house  right  now!" 

Our  giudes  met  us  in  front  of  the  plant. 
On  one  side  of  the  dam  there  was  a  great 
drop  and  we  could  see  twenty-five  huge 
slots  where  the  water  would  pour  out  when 
the  gates  were  opened.  The  guides  showed 
us  six  generators  and  said  that  the  farthest 
three  were  built  in  1929  and  the  nearest 
three  in  1949.  Our  guides  also  showed  us 
the  boilers  and  explained  the  different  co- 
loured pipes.  The  red  pipes  were  used  for 
fire,  the  blue  pipes  for  water  and  there  were 
lots  of  others.  He  showed  us  maps  and  told 
us  that  all  the  water  in  between  ihe  red 
lines  flowed  up  to  the  Seven  Sister  Palls. 

When  we  went  up  an  elevator  to  the 
top  of  the  building  we  could  see  the  ground 
about  three  hundred  feet  below.  There  were 
big  bubbles  in  the  water  which  the  guide 
said  were  caused  by  the  propellers  pump- 
ing out  the  water. 

While  crossing  the  dam  Miss  Martin 
said  it  would  be  all  right  to  go  on  the  rocks. 
After  that  we  all  got  back  to  the  cars  and 
started  for  home  with  friendly  goodbyes. 
We  all  learned  about  electricity  and  had  a 
lot  of  fun  and  the  day  was  a  great  success. 
BARBARA  CAMPBELL  and 
LARISSA  KOWBUZ— Grade   V 

Sounds  In  The  Woods 

Listen   .   .   . 
To  the  forest, 
And  raindrops  pattering  down. 

Little   mice  asqueaking  and 
Running  to  and  fro. 

Silly  birds  a  twittering 
About  the  fox  so  sly. 

Gently   the  trees   sing 
From  the  magic  breeze. 

So!  | 

Listen  in  the  forest 
And  hear  the  forest  sounds. 

DONNA  ROGERS— Grade   V 


bnow 

I  like  to  go 

And  play   in  the   snow, 
The  snowflakes  so  white 
Glitter  in  the   light. 

We  skate  and  play 

At  the  noon  of  the  day, 

And  have  such  fun 

In  the  snow  and  the  sun. 

When  our  work  is  done 
And  our  prayers  are  said, 
We  look  at   the   snowflakes 
As  we  lie  in  bed. 


JANE   LAWSON— Grade   III 

A  Kitten 

As  soft  as  snow 
It  will  not  bite. 
Nor  will  it  go 
Away  at  night. 

I  like  to  pat 
His  silky  fur 
And  listen   to 
His  gentle  purr. 

"Meow,  Meow," 
He  speaks  to  me 
For  he's   a  kitten, 
Don't  you  see? 

LESLEY  DAVID— Grade   IV 

Gifts  To  Balmoral  Hall 

Balmoral  Hall  is  always  grateful  to  all 
those  who  remember  our  needs.  We  take 
this  opportunity  of  expressing  our  thanks 
again  for  the  following  useful  and  interest- 
ing gifts: 

Sets  of  National  Geographic  Magazines 
dating  back  to  1921;  a  vase  of  Grecian  de- 
sign now  in  the  Senior  Library;  a  set  oi 
prints  of  some  famous  paintings  of  various 
periods  to  be  used  not  only  for  art  apprecia- 
tion but  to  establish  a  nucleus  of  good  art 
in  the  School;  some  stair  carpet  and  a  full 
dining-room  suite,  the  pieces  of  which  are 
being  used  in  various  ways;  some  curtains 
and  some  chairs  for  the  residence. 

We  thank  Grade  IX  for  the  owl  pre- 
pared and  mounted  for  the  Science  Labora- 
tory, and  last  year's  Graduating  Class  for 
the  verandah  furniture. 

The  Bursary  Committee  is  particularly 
grateful  to  the  parents  and  friends  who  sent 
donations  during  the  year  towards  this  fund. 
Thanks  to  these  friends,  four  girls  have 
been  assisted  with  their  education  this  year. 


B.  McMcMurray,  J.  Harrison,  R.  Kipp,  K.  Alexander,   M.  Dangerfield 


This  Sporting  Life 


When  I  received  the  honour  of  being  elected  Sports  Captain,  I  was  extremely  happy, 
though  very  dubious  of  my  ability  to  carry  out  all  the  obligations  of  this  job.  Thanks 
to  the  tremendous  help  of  Mrs.  Dutcheshen  and  the  four  Games  Captains;  Barbara  Mc- 
Murray,  Janet  Harrison,  Katherine  Alexander,  and  Marsha  Dangerfield,  these  trepida- 
tions soon  disappeared,  and  this  year  has  proved  to  be  very  successful.  I  would  like 
to  give  these  people  three  cheers,  and  a  tiger  for  those  who  co-operated  by  their  active 
participation. 

Sports  Day  was  my  first  and  highest  hurdle.  By  mid-afternoon,  many  parents  sitting 
on  the  sidelines  awaited  the  beginning  of  our  Senior  Sports  Day.  Immediately  after 
the  Houses  had  run  on  to  the  field,  the  events  began  and  were  run  off  in  rapid  succession 
some  being  really  humorous,  while  others  a  true  challenge.  Although  we  still  do  not 
have  our  own  equipment,  hurdling  has  greatly  improved  since  its  introduction  in  1961. 
The  new  novelty  race,  the  Flower  Pot,  proved  to  be  very  amusing  when  a  flower  pot 
smashed  underneath  one  of  the  competitors  and  excited  the  laughter  of  the  spectators  as 
well  as  the  girl  herself.  The  House  Relay,  with  Craig  Gowan  taking  first  position,  com- 
pleted  the   day. 

Volley  ball  was  greeted  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm.  This  year  the  Junior  and 
Senior  School  Team  entered  a  league  with  three  other  schools;  St.  Mary's  Academy. 
St.  Joseph's,  and  Holy  Cross.  Victory  was  nearly  ours,  but  St.  Mary's  Academy  once 
again  came  out  on  top  in  spite  of  our  hopeful  attempts.  The  House  games  continued  ac- 
cording to  schedule,  but  the  early  Christmas  examinations  postponed  the  finals  until  after 
the  holidays  when  Braemar  Juniors  won. 

In  my  opinion  Basketball  is  the  most  exciting  though  tiring,  sport,  and  even  the 
Juniors  managed  to  learn  the  fundamentals  of  the  game.  Many  of  the  girls  were  more 
enthusiastic  about  Broomball,  our  less  serious  sport.  In  spite  of  a  few  casualties,  the  teams 
retained  their  spirit  and  regretted  the  season's  being  so  short. 

Now  that  the  spring  term  has  come,  the  Juniors  are  happily  playing  in  the  puddles. 
while  the  Seniors  anxiously  await  the  beginning  of  the  tennis  and  baseball  matches.  The 
badminton  and  pingpong  tournaments  will  be  completed  this  term,  and  swimming  classes 
will  be  open  to  all  those  who  are  interested. 

Although  I  often  grew  hoarse  from  shouting,  and  thoroughly  chilled  from  refereeing 
Broomball,  I  have  enjoyed  my  hectic  but  rewarding  year  as  Sports  Captain. 

ROBERTA   KIPP 
Sports    Captain 


SCHOOL  VOLLEYBALL  TEAM 
STANDING  —  S.  Hutchings,  M.  Dangerfield,  N.  Little,  M.  Jackson,  S.  Willis,  C.  Gourley 
KNEELING  —  B.  McMurray,  R.  Kipp,  P.  McDonald,  D.  Nesbitt. 


SCHOOL  BASKETBALL  TEAM 

STANDING  —  P.  Kayser,  E.  Clough,  M.  Jackson,  N.  Little,  S.  Willis. 
KNEELING  —  R.  Thomas,  R.  Kipp,  D.  Nesbitt. 


Grade  XII 


PATRICIA  CHOP  —  BRAEMAR,   1963-64 

"In  youth,  when  I  did  love,  did  love- 
Methought  it  was  very  sweet." 
7:30  finds  Chatty  Pop  bobbing  around  with  her 
banjo-uke,  so  she  can  wake  up  the  Grade  XII's 
Being  Class  President,  singing  in  the  Choir,  and 
taking  part  in  House  games  has  helped  to  keep 
her  out  of  trouble.  Next  year  she  plans  to  attend 
O.A.C.  at  Guelph.  Patty  has  learned  her  alphabet 
well  —  K.P.  ...  K.  P.  ...  K.  P.! 

ELIZABETH   CLOUGH  —  BRAEMAR,  1955-64 
"Her  innocent  look  is  just  a  disguise; 
mischief   lurks   in   both    her  eyes!" 
How's  the  lab  for  House  meetings,  Lizzy-bear? 
This  year's  efficient  Head  of  Braemar  has  led  the 
house,   by  participating  in  volleyball,  basketball, 
Choir   and   playing  the   organ.   Our  loss  will  be 
Queen's  gain  as  Lizzy  enters  the  Faculty  of  Arts 
in  the  fall.   Good  luck   in   all  future   endeavours 
from  all  of  us! 

VERA    DUBISKEY    —    CRAIG    GOWAN,    1960-64 
"This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to 
our   state." 
If  Vera  ever  slows  down  to  300  words  a  minute 
we  may  learn  what  she's  been  attempting  to  tell 
us  all  year.    'Bipa'  plans  to  go  to  U.  of  Sask.    A 
member  of  the  Library  Committee,  Vera  learned 
a  lot  about  how  to  keep  her  'books'  straight.    She 
has  a  bad  habit  of  collecting  resident  doors.    Be- 
ware! A  hard  worker  at  her  books,  we  know  she'll 
be  a  success  at  whatever  she  plans  to  do. 

ELIZABETH    HUNDEVAD   —    GLEN    GAIRN, 

1963-64 

"Madness  in  great  ones  must  not 
unwatch'd  go." 
Every  Saturday  Liz  and  Chatty  Pop  can  be  seen 
hustling  off  to  the  Sherbrook  pool,  for  another 
two  hours'  work  out.  She  is  a  member  of  the 
Library  Committee  and  is  an  active  participant 
on  all  House  sports.  So  far  Liz  has  won  only  two 
red  ribbons  in  the  race  against  Dee  and  Marsha 
for  the  showers  at  nine  o'clock.  Liz  is  going  to 
Queens  to  take  Arts.  She  has  the  good  wishes 
of  all. 

MARCIA  JACKSON  —  CBAIG   GOWAN,   1962-64 
"A  woman  with  a  purpose  is  a 
dangerous  thing!" 
During   her   year    at    Balmoral   Hall,    "Mushie" 
has    been    an    active    participant    in    basketball, 
volleyball,  swimming  and  choir  as  well  as  being 
Head    Organist    and    Head    of    Residence.    Our 
able  School  Captain  plans  to   launch  her  career 
from  a  dental  chair!     Her  main  outside  "interest" 
is  centered   at   the    University   of  Manitoba,   and 
next  year  —  Alberta  or  Manitoba?    Best  of  luck, 
Marcia. 

LYNDA  MARTYN  —  CRAIG  GOWAN,  1963-64 
"Women  is  a  perfected  devil." 
Can  surely  be  applied  to  'Poop'  for  her  little 
uproars  around  the  residence.  She  is  planning 
to  take  Nursing  in  B.C.  next  year  where  we  know 
she  will  be  a  great  success.  Lynda  is  an  active 
member  of  the  Library  Committee  and  enjoys 
House  Games.  One  of  the  Third  floor  crew, 
Lynda  always  adds  gaiety  wherever  she  goes. 


JANE    MOODY    —    BALLATER,    1951-64 

"Her  friends,  they  are  many;  her  foes, 
are  they  any?" 
Jane  has  been  an  adornment  to  our  hallowed 
halls  for  thirteen  years.  This  year  most  of  her 
time  has  been  consumed  fulfilling  the  duties  of 
Head  Girl.  She  has  an  active  interest  in  Choir 
and  games  as  well  as  a  soft  spot  for  Vincent 
Massey.  Next  year  will  find  "Moody"  at  Vassar 
in  the  Faculty  of  Arts.  Best  of  luck.  Moody  from 
all  of  us! 

DONNA    NESBITT  —   GLEN    GAIRN,    1963-64 

"I  came'  I  learned,  I  graduate  .  .  . 
I  hope!" 
Our  "diet  fiend"  is  bewitching  in  her  attire 
suited  to  her  active  participation  in  volleyball, 
basketball,  swimming,  and  our  Class  Vice-Presi- 
dent. Dee,  the  president  of  the  "Turtles,"  will 
lend  her  talents  to  University  College  at  the 
Manitoba  Campus  next  year.  Our  best  wishes  go 
with  Canada's  prettiest  green-eyed  Physical  Edu- 
cation teacher. 

ANNE    RITCHIE    —    BRAEMER,    1963-64 

"She  chaunted  snatches  of  old,  tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress." 
"Big  Mama"  was  moved  downstairs  last  term 
to  add  a  note  of  her  musical  charm  to  the  second 
floor.  She  hails  from  Pennsylvania.  Next  year 
she  plans  to  take  up  her  teaching  career  at  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto.  After  her  excellent  tutoring 
to  her  'not-so-able  room  mates'  all  year  we  know 
she  will  find  great  success. 

LORNA   RUTTAN   —  GLEN   GAIRN.   1962-64 

"With  that  sweet  call  my  heart  is  stirred; 
I'm  only   waiting  for  the  word,  and   I'll 
be  with  you,  like  a  bird"  — 
Elmira   and  Willis  never  miss   their  chance   to 
get  in  a  good  matinee.  Lorna  is  an  alto  who  can 
be  heard  loud  and  clear  during  Library  Commit- 
tee meeting.  Our  Class  President  is  going  in  for 
Physiotherapy  at  the  University  of  Manitoba. 

CAROL    SCHMIED   —    BALLATER,    1959-64 

"Whether    it   is    nobler    in    the    mind    to 
suffer  — " 

Head  of  the  Library  Circulating  Committee, 
Carol  knows  how  to  keep  the  money  coming,  and 
the  books  going.  Winter,  her  favourite  season, 
sees  Carol  in  her  muk-luks  playing  a  vigorous 
game  of  broomball  or  making  snowmen  with  the 
gang  on  the  balcony.  Carol  and  Lorna  will  long 
be  remembered  for  their  midnight  charades. 
Carol  plans  to  invade  U.  of  M.  for  Science  next 
year  with  an  eye  on  Medicine. 

JEAN   TRUMAN  —  GLEN   GAIRN,  1963-64 

"It  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder!" 
This  slim,  dark,  quiet  type  is  a  good  Victorian 
She  plans  to  go  to  U.B.C.  next  year  and  then  go 
nursing.  Though  our  only  day  girl,  Jean  is  a  full 
fledged  member  of  the  crew.  She  tortures  those 
who  are  continually  fighting  the  'battle  of  the 
bulge'  by  eating  her  'real  food'  lunches  during 
recreation.  Best  of  luck  in  the  future. 

ALEXANDRA  WILLIS  —  GLEN   GAIRN,   1962-64 

"Good  as  the  best  of  us;  bad  as  the  rest 
of  us!" 

Grade  XII's  "blonde  bomber"  is  the  able  Head 
of  Glen  Gairn  as  well  as  being  a  Prefect.  Her 
interests  besides  "La  Main  Morte,"  include  volley- 
ball, basketball,  swimming  and  choir.  Spare  time? 
Look  towards  the  ski  slopes.  Next  year,  Queens 
will  claim  Sandy's  talent  and  our  best  wishes  go 
with  her, 
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Alumnae  Association 

50th  ANNIVERSARY 
1913  -  1963 

Unique  with  its  number  of  name  changes,  the  Balmoral  Hall  Alumnae  Association 
traces  its  roots  back  to  the  opening  meeting  in  1913  when  Mrs.  W.  H.  Collum  was  the 
first  president.  To  commemorate  the  fiftieth  anniversary  last  October,  Mrs.  Collum  open- 
ed the  party  part  of  the  programme  by  regaling  the  members  with  anecdotes  of  her  school 
days.  This  was  followed  by  alumnae  members  appearing  in  the  dresses  or  uniform  worn 
at  Havergal,  Rupertsland,  Riverbend  and  Balmoral  Hall.  A  good  party  and  a  birthday 
fund  was  launched. 

October     —   50th   Anniversary  Party    —    anniversary    gifts    are    still    being    re- 
ceived. 

February   —   Alumnae    Games    Night.  Despite  the  efforts  of  enthusiastic  "alums " 
the    School    teams    were  successful. 

May  6   —   A    Bridge    and   Canasta  party  replaced   the   Spring  Tea   in  aid  of 
the  Scholarship  Fund. 

Numerous  weddings  have  been  recorded  by  the  Association  this  year,  but  as  the 
magazine  goes  to  press  we  have  just  time  to  record  the  marriage  of  Judith  Munro. 
President    of    our   Association,   to    Mr.    Duncan   Jessiman  on   May   16th. 


HAVERGAL  COLLEGE 
RUPERTSLAND 
RIVERBEND 
BALMORAL  HALL 


Two  of  the  Alumnae  modelling  school 
dresses  of  another  era  at  a  fashion  show 
held  as  part  of  the  Fiftieth  Anniversary 
celebrations  of  the  Alumnae  Association. 
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BALMORAL  HALL  CALENDER 


Sept. 
Sept. 


Sept.    13 


Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 


CHRISTMAS  TERM,  1963 

9 —  Boarders  arrive. 
10 — Opening  Prayers. 

Head    Girl    and    School    Captain 

receive  cords. 

House  Heads  elected. 

School  Meetings. 

—  Class  Presidents  elected. 
Grade  XII   party  for  boarders. 

17 — First   complete   House   Meetings. 
18 — Library   Executive  announced. 
19 — Magazine   Executive   announced. 
20 — Summer   Reading  Tests. 
28 — "A  Day  In  The  Country"  — 
1 1   a.m.  to  7  p.m. 
Oct.       7 — Memorial  Service  for  Clare 

McCulloch. 
Oct.       9 —  Junior  Sports   Day. 
Oct.     10 — Senior   Sports  Day. 
Oct.     11 — Thanksgiving    Service. 

New  Prefects  receive  cords. 
Kilt   worn   for   the   first   time. 
Oct.     11-14 — Thanksgiving  Weekend. 
Oct.     21 —Grade  XII  attend   "Cosi  Fan 

Tutte." 
Oct.     31 — Junior  School  Halloween  Party 
2-3  p.m. 

Lecture  on  Van  Gogh  Exhibition. 
Nov.      1 — M.T.C.  Shakespeare 
Performance. 

—  Film  of  Coventry  Cathedral. 
— Alumnae   Fiftieth   Anniversary 

Party. 

—  Initiation   Party. 

—  Remembrance   Day    Service. 
-17 — Boarders'   Weekend. 

—  Boarders    attend  Yehudi 
Menuhin  concert. 

Nov.    19 — Symphony    Concert    for    Grades 
VII  -  IX. 

—  Christmas  examinations  begin. 

—  Examinations  end. 

—  Grade  XI  and  XII  see  film  of 
"Hamlet." 

■12  —  Collection    of    Christmas    gifts 
for  Missions. 

—  Junior  School  Carol  Service. 
Boarders'  Christmas  Party. 

— Senior  School  Carol  Service. 
School  closes  for  Christmas 
Vacation. 

EASTER  TERM,  1964 

Jan.        7 — Boarders  return. 
Jan.        8  —  School  re-opens. 


Nov. 

5. 

Nov. 

7. 

Nov. 

8 

Nov. 

11 

Nov. 

15 

Nov. 

18 

Nov. 

25 

Dec. 

2 

Dec. 

3 

Dec 

10- 

Dec. 

18 

Dec. 

19 

Jan. 

15- 

Jan. 

21- 

Jan. 

31- 

Feb. 

5- 

Feb. 

7- 

Feb. 

7-1 

Feb. 

12- 

14 

21 

4 

5 


—  Grade  VIII  see  "David  Copper- 
field." 

—  Boarders  attend  concert  of 
Vienna  Boys'  Choir. 

—  New  Class  Presidents 
announced. 

—  Grade  XII  attend  "Pride  and 
Prejudice." 

—  Grade  X  -  XII  Valentine  Dance. 
0 — hoarders    Weekend. 
—Ash  Wednesday   Service 

conducted   by   the  Rt.   Rev.   J. 

Anderson. 

Grade   VII  -  VIII    attend 

"Julius  Caesar." 
Mothers   Auxiliary  Spring 
Meeting. 

—  M.T.C.    performance    of    modern 
American  plays. 

—Alumnae    Evensong    and    Games 

Night. 
-Grades   IX-X  attend  "A  Tale  of 

Two  Cities." 

—  Dr.   C.    Earle    Gordon  conducts 
Morning    Prayers. 

Junior  School  "Open  Day." 
Mar.    11— The  Very  Rev.  W.  E.   Harrison 

conducts  Morning  Prayers. 
18  —  Easter  Examinations  begin. 
25  —  School  closes  for  Easter 

Vacation. 

SUMMER  TERM,  1964 

April      7 — Boarders  return. 

April     8  —  School  re-opens. 

April   11 — Entrance   Examinations. 

April    17 — Junior    School    Demonstration    of 

Gymnastics  3  p.m. 

Senior   School   Demonstration   of 

Gymnastics  8  p.m. 

—  Graduation  Dance. 
8  —  Programme  of  singing  and 

French. 

Presentation   of   Family 

Allowance   Cheques. 
15-18 — Victoria  Day  Weekend. 
7 — Closing  Evensong  4  p.m. 

Reception  in  honour  of 

Miss  Sharman 
June     10 — Closing    Exercises    at    Westmin- 
ster Church  followed  by  Garden 

Party. 
June     11-13-VII,  VIII,  IX  Summer 

Examinations. 
June     1 5- 1 9  —  Grade  X  Examinations. 
June     17-26— Grade  XI  -  XII  Matriculation 

Examinations. 


Feb. 
Feb. 

Mar. 
Mar. 


Mar. 
Mar. 


May 
May 


May 
June 


1 
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THE  SCHOOL  DIRECTORY 


Alexander,  Katherine  and  Gillian 

85  Yale  Ave.  (9)  GL  3-5411 

Alexander,  Kathryn 

150  Oak  St.  (9)  GR 5-0667 

Anderson,  Elizabeth 

159  Oak  St.  (9)  GR 4-3104 

Anderson.  Patricia 

676  St.  Maty's  Road  ( 8 )  CH  7-3 1 34 

Andison,  Margaret 

74  Roslyn  Crescent  (13)  GL  2-6753 

Armytage,  Carol 

45  Wilton  (9)  GR 5-6405 

Arnett.  Linda  Gail 

120  Waterloo  St.  (9 )  GR 5-6670 

/     Ashdown.  Barbara  and  Joan 

860  Wellington  Cresc.  ( 9 )  GL  3-06 1 7 

Atchison.  Nancy 

505  Laidlaw  Blvd.  (29)  489-4260 

Bain,  Marlene 

5  5  1  Borebank  St.  ( 9 )  HU  9-6495 

Barager,  Anne 

10  Waterford  Bay  (19)  GL  3-7698 

Baron,  Donna  May 

Ste.  4,  742  Dorchester  ( 9 )  GR  4- 1 1 86 

Beaton,  Sherry 

3D— 276  Wellington  Cr.  (9)         453-5229 
Berry,  Margaret 

310  Dromore  Ave.  (9)  GR  5-6796 

Bracken,  Susan 

234  Oxford  St.  (9)  GL 3-1164 

Brandy,  Vivian 

Fort  Churchill,  Man 334 

Brereton.  Elizabeth 

465  Montrose  St.  (9)  GL  2-9647 

Briggs.  Tane 

118  Westgate  (1)  7831616 

Brodie,  Toanne  and  Barbara 

186  Westgate  (1)  SP  2-3720 

Brown,  Heather 

320  Moray  St.  (12)  VE  2-4097 

Bruce,  Mary 

241  Yale  Ave.  (9)  GL  2-8338 

Bullock,  Linda 

993  McMillan  Ave.  (9)  GL  2-7195 

Campbell,  Barbara 

493  Churchill  Dr.  (13)  GL  2-1643 

Campbell,  Catherine 

108  Grenfell  Blvd.  (29)  HU 9-5533 

Campbell,  Laurie  P. 

54  Frontenac  Bay  (6)  AL  3-1 152 

Campbell,  Marcia  Lynn 

46  Hind  Ave.  (12)  VE  7-2014 

Carter,  Harriet  and  Hilary 

202  Handsart  Blvd.  (29)  489-6954 

Catley.  Elizabeth  and  Lynne 

830  Campbell  St.  (9)  HU 9-8691 


Chegwin,  Joyce 

1208  Aberdeen  Ave.  (14)  JU  6-5615 

Chop,  Patricia 

211  Fourth  Ave.  S. 

Kenora,  Ont HO  8-6833 

Clough,  Elizabeth 

65  Brock  Street  Peterborough,  Ont. 

Cole,  Barbara,  Christine  and  Susan 

385  Cambridge  St.  (9)  284-0182 

Condo,  Rosemary 

874  Wellington  Cres.  ( 9 )  GR  5-6628 

Cox,  Jennifer 

357  Overdale  St.  (12)  837-4461 

Cox,  Shawn 

667  Garflield  St.  (10)  SP  2-5036 

Cramp,  Susan 

421  Churchill  Drive  (13)  GL  3-4196 

/Culver.  Nancy  and  Shane 

124  Middlegate  (1)  SP  5-6810 

Dangerfield,  Marsha 

74  St.  Mary's  Road'  ( 6 )         GL  2-25  37 

Daniels,  Susan 

408  Laidlaw  Blvd.  (29)      HU  9-7890 

David,  Susan  and  Lesley 

463  Churchill  Drive  (13)  GL 2-0577 

Davies,  Heather 

6  Frontenac  Bay  (  6 )  AL  6-0167 

\J  Davis,  Diana 

543  Niagara  St.  (9)   HU 9-9397 

Dempster,  Elspeth  .  242-0109 

222   Poplar  Crescent  Saskatoon,  Sask. 
Dickson,  Deborah 

1034  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  GL  3-6911 

Dickson,  Mary 

202Harvard  Ave.  (9)  452-5858 

Dobbie,  Alora  Lynn 

784  Broadway  Ave.  (10)  SU  3-0480 

DOERR,   LARCY 

Ste.  61 1,  Wilmot  Park  Plaza 

59  Wilmot  Place  (13)  284-0366 

Dowler,  Judith 

277  Harvard  Ave.  (9)  GR  5-1250 

Dubiskey,  Vera 

Box  626,  Canora,  Sask.  563-5201 

Edwards,  Louise 

144  Ash  Street  (9)  HU 9-8457 

Egerton,  Frances 

Ste.  5,  Hekla  Apts.  (10)  SP  2-0501 

Emerson,  Carol 

c/o  243  Hartford  Ave.  (17)  .        ED  9-8213 
Evans,  Jane 

208  Dromore  Ave.  (9)  GL2-2173 

Everett,  Margot 

111  Park  Blvd.  (29)  HU 9-6567 

Ferguson,  Jane  and  Deborah 

167  WaverleySt.  (9)       GR  5-5623 
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Flintoft.  Catherine 

72  Kingsway  Ave.  (9)  GR  5-4881 

Foley,  Susan 

407  Kelvin  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-5 153 

Francis,  Marion 

32  Riverside  Cres. 
Edmonton,  Alberta  HU  8-8342 

Garbett,  Susan 

Ste.  8—85  Eugenie  St.  ( 6 )  CE  3-6949 

Gardner,  Anne 

175  Oxford  St.  (9)  GR  5-5227 

Gardner,  Judith 

805  Lanark  Bay  (9)  HU 9-8356 

Gattey,  Joan  and  Lynne 

Cross  Bar  Ranch, 

Consort,  Alberta  156  R:  2 

Gemmel,  Ruth 

459  Moray  St.  (12)  VE  2-0619 

Gilchrist,  Jane 

1 09  Girton  Blvd.  ( 29 )  HU  9-25  1 1 

Gill,  Judith 

Barwick,  Ontario 53 

Gille,  Susan 

Ste.  "P"  Grosvenor  House, 

811  Grosvenor  Ave.  (9)  453-3207 

Golumbia.  Elaine 

554  Oak  Street  (9)  474-1722 

Gosko,  Evelyn 

361  Cambridge  St.  (9)  453  0327 

Gourley,  Catherine 

72  Cordova  St.  (9)    HU 9-5096 

Graffin,  Claudia 

33  Bronstone  Blvd.  (8)     CH  7-7874 

Griffiths.  Debra  and  Vicki 

1241  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  HU  9-4958 

Guest,  Susan 

343  Yale  Ave.  (9)  GL 2-3815 

Guy,  Monica 

135  Eastgate  (1)  SP  2-5200 

Hamilton,  Catherine 

1481  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  HU  9-47337 
Harrison,  Janet 

172  Church  Ave.  (4)  JU6-1644 

Haworth,  Elizabeth 

359  Oxford  St.  (9)  GL  3-2712 

Hay,  Helen 

1 14  Lodge  Avenue  ( 12 )  VE  2-4484 

Heywood,  Maureen 

151  Yale  Ave.  (9)  GL  3-0642 

Howison,  Patricia 

2850  Assiniboine  Ave.  (12)  VE  7-1 190 

Hundevad,  Elizabeth 

1  Balsam  St.,  Pine  Falls,  Man 256 

Hunt,  Alexandra  and  Catherine 

80  Waterloo  St.  (9)   GR  5-1479 

Hutchings.  Susan 

198  Brock  St.  (9)    HU 9-4428 


Jackson.  Marcia 

Ste.  1,  588  River  Ave.  (  13)  284-2674 

w  Jessiman,  Sally 

363  Kingston  Cres.  (8)  CH  7-1276 

Johnston,  Patricia 

177  Yale  Ave.  (9)  GL  2-7818 

Kandel,  Sheree  Ann 

44  Roslyn  Cres.  ( 13 )  GL  2-7872 

Kayser,  Pamella 

127  Cordova  St.  (9)  HU 9-5227 

Kennedy,  Sydney 

275  Elm  St.  (9)  GR  5-5429 

Kent,  Jill 

74  Westgate  ( 1  )  SU  3-0442 

Kerr,  Deborah 

223  Roslyn  Road  (9)  GL  2-1791 

Kidd,  Ellen 

316  Rita  Street  (12)  VE  2-6939 

Kilgour,   Diana 

93  Middlegate  ( 1 )  GR  4-1646 

Kilgour,  Katharine 

275  Harvard  Ave.  (9)  GR  5-6570 

King,  Helen 

Ste.  PD  —  Palisades, 

9820— 104th  St.,  Edmonton,  Alta. 
Kinzie,  Joyce 

10  Wedgewood  Dr.  ( 19 )  475-8875 

Kipp,  Roberta 

8  Fulham  Cres.  (9)  HU  9-77 11 

Kippen,  Stacey 

269  Oxford  St.  (9)  475-4089 

Knight,  Beverly 

38  Roslyn  Cres.  ( 13  )  GL  2-7760 

Krueger,  Christiane 

Box  640,  Steinbach,  Man.  DA  6-2402 

Kowbuz,  Larissa  and  Lytha 

145  Academy  Road  (9)  475-8291 

Ladin,  Jennifer 

650  Waverley  St.  (9)  452-94K 

Lamberd.  Allison 

2549  Pinewood  (12)  VE  2-0270 

Lamont,  Bonnie 

Box  578,  Portage  la  Prairie,  Man.    857-5293 
Lansky,  Ditte 

Box  520,  Carman,  Man SH  5-2371 

Lawler,  Susan 

2433  Assiniboine  Cres.  (12)  VE  2-0400 

Lawson,  Anne  and  Jane 

127  Grenfell  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-4727 

Lederman,  Katherine 

140  Victoria  Crescent  (8)  AL  3-9322 

Little,  Nancy 

429  Kingston  Crescent  (8)  CH  7-1561 

Lumax,  Kathleen 

Box  418,  Swan  River,  Man. 
Macdonald,  Helen-Louise 

404  Kelvin  Blvd.  ( 29 )  HU  9-3278 
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Macaw,  Sidney 

20  Victoria  Crescent  (8)  AL  3-9832 

Mainwaring.  Jane 

Ste.  203,  71  Roslyn  Rd.  ( 13)  452-6402 

Majury  Diana  and  Susan 

148  Elm  St.  (9)  284-1752 

Mlone,  Deirdre 

213  Handsart  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-2448 

Marshall.  Marianne 

Kyle,  Saskatchewan  28  Rl:4 

Martyn.  Lynda 

282  Eveline  St.,  Selkirk,  Man.  482-4092 

Mason,  Debra-Dawn 

18—185  Fernwood  Ave.  (8)         AL6-1279 
Matthews,  Grace-Evelyn 

375  Cambridge  St.  (9)  284-0172 

Montgomery,  Carl 

1 027  Fleet  Ave.  Ave.  ( 9 )  GR  4- 1 1 5  7 

Moody,  Jane 

R.R.  No.  1-1,  St.  Norbert,  Man.    284-2935 
Morris,  Barbara 

1582  Wellington  Cr.  (9)  489-2974 

Morris.  Lesley 

53  Harvard  Ave.  (9)  475-0512 

Morrison,  Meredith 

1 76  Harvard  Ave.  (  9  )  GR  5  -65 69 

Murray.  Lorraine 

703  Wellington  Cresc.  (9)  GL 3-1886 

Mcbey.  Donald 

299  Carpathia  Road  ( 9  )  HU  9-5744 

MCDOUGALL,  ElRENE 

8915  Saskatchewan  Dr.  W., 

Edmonton,  Alta  439-1254 

McDonald,  Penny 

127  Handsart  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-7489 

McGill.  Patricia 

53  Oak  St.  (9)  GR  5-0355 

McIntosh,  Catherine  and  Elizabeth 

285  Sharpe  Blvd.  (12)  VE  2-2650 

McKeag.  Darcy.  Janis  and  Kelly 

560  Hosmer  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-5589 

McKenzie,  Elizabeth 

2507  Assiniboine  Cr.  (12)  832-3945 

McMurray.  Barbara 

182  Oxford  St.  (9)  GL  3-0214 

McNair,  Catherine 

369  Brock  Street 489-1296 

Nance,  Theodora 

4744— 54th  St., 

Red  Deer,  Alberta  346-2923 

Nanton.  Ethel 

250  Inglewood  Drive, 

Toronto  7,  Ont 923-9835 

Nebbs,  Louise 

99  Braemar  Ave.  ( 6 )  CE  3-3957 

Neilson,  Kathryn 

4909  Roblin  Blvd.  (20)  VE  2-1996 


Nesbitt.  Donna  164  Birch  Cresc. 

R.C.A.F.,  Gimli,  Man.  ...  Local  19 

NOONAN,  SHERYL 

605  River  Ave.  (13)  452-5587 

v  Norton.  Cordelia 

2208  Portage  Ave.  (12)  VE  7- 1 1 1 9 

Oberman.  Anna  and  Sheren 

N3,  331  Blake  Gardens  (3)  SP  5-7935 

j  Osler,  Gillian  and  Susan 

12RuskinRow  (9)  .....  GL  2-5 267 

Palk,  Barbara 

220  Waverley  St.  ( 9 )  GR  5-6855 

Paterson,  Ellen 

122  Grenfell  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-5701 

De  Paiva,  Dolores 

179  Bourkevale  Dr.  ( 12)  888-6717 
Pennock,  Catherine,  Martha.  Patricia 

124  Grenfell  Blvd.  29 )  ...  HU  9-3628 

Powell,  Clare  and  Patricia  Ann 

115  Park  Boulevard  (29)  HU 9-5711 

Proctor.  Barbara 

211  Niagara  St.  (9)  HU 9-2643 

Pybus.  Joanne 

457  Niagara  St.  (9)  HU 9-1105 

Rankin,  Joan 

277  Wildwood  Park  (19)  GL  3-5223 

Rattray.  Jessica 

180  Waverley  St.  (9)  GL2-2327 
Reed,  Penelope 

376  Maurepas  Cres.  (9)  489-4750 

Reeve.  Barbara  and  Patricia 

71  Westgate  1)  SP  5-9078 

Reid,  Ellen 

320  Armit  Ave., 

Fort  Frances,  Ont.  274-5896 

\\  Richardson,  Carolyn,  Sara  Jane 
and  Serena 
5209  Roblin  Blvd.  20)  VE  2-5433 

Richardson.  Karen  and  Pamela 

484  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  GL  3-3192 

Riddell.  Agnes 

Ste.  6,  207  Hugo  St.  9)   GL 3-1971 

Riley,  Deborah,  Jean.  Leslie  Anne 

43  Middlegate  (1)  ..SP 2-4467 

Ritchie.  Anne         Area  Code  717-226-3081 
Hemlock  Farms,  Lord's  Valley 
Hawley,  Pennsylvania 
\  Robbie,  Heather 

Ste.  8—1700  Taylor  Ave.  (9)         489-5323 

ROEDER.  EDELGARD 

1185  Wolseley  Ave.  (10)  SU  3-7305 

Rogers,  D  'nna  Lee 

836  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  GL2-3573 

Roulston,  Claire  and  Denise 

327  Waverley  St.  (9)  GL2-8501 

Russell.  Nancy 

740  South  Drive  ( 19)  GL  2-6526 
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Ruttan,  Lorn  A 

Box  515,  Lynn  Lake,  Man 

Saunders,  Joan  and  Susan 

101  Park  Boulevard  (29) 
Schmidt,  Carol  Ann 

200  Waverley  St.  (  9  ) 
Schmied,  Carolyn 

Box  51,  Churchill,  Man. 
Scott,  Bonnie  Ann 

191  Cordova  Street  (9) 
Scott,  Elizabeth 

Ear  Falls,  Ont 

Shedden,  Mary  and  Valerie 

94  Eastgate  ( 1 )  

Shelmerdine,  Joan 

3612  Roblin  Blvd.  (20) 
Sherwood,  Debra 

301—41  Balmoral  PI.  (  1  ) 
Shore,  Lisa 

50  Waterloo  St.  (9) 
Shortill,  Susan 

2434  Assiniboine  Cres.  ( 12  ) 
Silvester,  Deanna 

897  Renfrew  Street  ( 9 ) 
Slayton.  Virginia 

330  Oak  Street  (9) 
Smith,  Dawn 

Box  54,  Red  Rock,  Ont. 
Smith,  Kirby 

510  Hosmer  Blvd.  (29) 
Smith,  Patricia 

Lot  61,  Headingly,  Man. 
Sparrow,  Patricia 

27  Mohawk  Bay  (6) 
Spear,  Catherine  and  Virginia 

66  Waterloo  Street  ( 9 ) 
Speers,  Dianne 

561  Elm  Street  (9) 
Spencer,  Colleen 

No.  204—41  Balmoral  PI.  (  1 ) 
Spohn,  Sally 

143  Girton  Blvd.  (29) 
Spooner,  Milo 

303  Saskatchewan  Cres.  W. 

Saskatoon,  Sask 

Springbett,  Frances 

952  Oakenwald  Ave..  (19) 
Steidle.  Doreen 

No.  6B,  768  Preston  Ave.  ( 10 ) 
Stephenson.  Jane 

502  South  Drive  (19) 
Stewart,  Ruth 

201  Handsart  Blvd.  (29) 
Stewart,  Signy 

137  Elm  Street  (9) 
Stohun,  Donna  and  Shirley 

4545  Roblin  Blvd.  (20) 


Stovel,  Leslie  Ann 
FL6-2488  217  Handsart  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-5483 

-,]  Stovel,  Stuart  Mark 
489  2874  675  Borebank  St.  (9)  HU  9-3467 

Stovel,  Toni 
GL2-3386  2578  Assiniboine  Cres.  ( 12  )  VE2-1992 

Strawbridge,  Helen 
OS5-2244  274  Waterloo  St.  (9)  GR5-5783 

Swan.  Vivian 
HU  9-2673  657  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  GR  5-5766 

Tanner,  Frances 
108  301  Cambridge  St.  (9)  GL2-3938 

Templeton,  Colleen 
SU  6-4978  569  Niagara  Street  (9)  HU 9-4687 

\Tennant,  Violet  Joy 
VE  2-6830  N      301  Laidlaw  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-4897 

Thomas,  Catherine 
786-2607  150  Woodhaven  Blvd.  (12)  VE  7-2487 

Thomas,  Ruth 
GR  5-1500  11445  University  Ave., 

Edmonton,  Alberta  433-7852 

VE  2-6793     Trimble,  Lynn 

233  Lamont  Blvd.  (  29  )  HU  9-1514 

HU  9-7815     Truman,  Jean 

161  Cordova  St.  ( 9 )  HU  9-8390 

GL  3-3355     Tucker.  Gail 

1 34  Handsart  Blvd.  ( 29 )  HU  9-5502 

TU  6-2247     Vincent,  Constance 

307  Dromore  Ave.  (9)  GR  5-5902 

HU  9-7680     Waddell,  Patricia 

\    "Stoneacres", 
VE  7-2589         Box  175,  R.R.  No.  5, 

Winnipeg  883  Oakbank 

AL  3-5768     Wadham,  Elaine 

Fort  Churchill,  Man.  157  J 

GR  5-45 16     Walton,  Anne 

154  Oak  Street  (9)  GR  5-0001 

452-6177     Watson.  Linda 

Fort  McMurray,  Aita. 
774-6821      Webster,  Elizabeth 

208  Brock  Street  (9)  489-3037 

HU  7442     Wheeler,  Teddi 

5B— 268  Wellington  Cres.  (  9 )      GL  2-2704 
Whenham.  Sheila  Jean 
949-5065  17  Buckingham  Road  (20)  VE  2-4069 

I  White,  Kirby 
GL  2-7756  "       316  Laidlaw  Blvd.  (29)  HU  9-2907 

Wiebe,  Carol 
SU  6-1388  133  Yale  Ave.  (9)  GR  4-2947 

Wiley,  Elaine  and  Marilyn 
GL  3-1285  1206—99  Wellington  Cres.  (9)  GL  2-7995 

Williams,  Marilyn 
HU  9-5500  729  Ingersoll  St.  ( 1 0 )  775-3759 

Willis,  Alexandra 
GL  3-2285  R.C.A.F.,  Officers' Mess  ( 12)         VE2-5719 

Wood.  Allison 
VE2-0348         80  Yale  Avenue  (9)  GR5-0135 


■      ...>...>■:.. 
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EXCHANGES 

The  Editor  wishes  to  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges: 

ALMAFILIAN   Alma  College,  St.  Thomas,  Ont. 

THE  BISHOP  STRACHAN  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE   Bishop    Strachan   School,  Toronto 

THE    BRANKSOME    SLOGAN   Branksome  Hall,  Toronto,  Ont. 

THE    CROFTONIAN    Crofton    House    School,   Vancouver,    B.C. 

BREEZES    Daniel    Mclntyre   Collegiate   Institute,  Winnipeg 

SAMARA  Elmwood    School,    Ottawa,   Ont. 

PER  ANNOS  King's    Hall,  Compton,    P.Q. 

THE   TALLOW    DIP   Netherwood   School,   Rothesay,   N.B. 

NOSTER   ANNUS   Qu'Appelle   Diocesan    School,    Regina,    Sask. 

ST.  HELEN'S   SCHOOL   MAGAZINE  St.   Helen's  School,   Dunham,   P.Q. 

CHRONICLE   St.  Mildred's  College,  Toronto,  Ont. 

THE   STUDY  CHRONICLE   The  Study,  Montreal,  P.Q. 

WESTON    SCHOOL  ANNUAL  Weston   School,   Westmount,    P.Q. 

HORIZONS     Technical  Vocational    High  School,  Winnipeg 


• 

We  are   grateful   to  the   following  advertisers  who   are  supporting   our 

magazine  with  a  single  line  in  place  of  their  usual  advertisement.  This  helps 

us  to  lower  the  cost  of  publication. 

Piano  House  Ltd.                                             Moody,  Moore  and  Partners 

W.   F.   Griffiths                            | 
J.  M.  Brodie 

D.  V.  Pennock 

A.   S.  Leach 

J.  D.  Riley 

t^Mm'js  Cnllpg^ 


THE  ANGLICAN  ARTS,  SCIENCE 
AND    THEOLOGICAL    COLLEGE 
ON     THE     CAMPUS     OF     THE 
UNIVERSITY   OF    MANITOBA. 


General  courses  for  men  and  women  leading  to  degrees  in  Arts  and  Science. 
Honours  and  graduate  studies  in  Arts. 

Pre-professional  courses  leading  to  admission   to   the  Faculties   of  Medicine,   Law. 
Theological  studies  leading  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Theology. 
Dentistry,   Education,   etc. 
Residences   for   men   and   women. 

For  full  information  write  to  the  Registrar 


>t  John's  ©nibflp 


UNIVERSITY    OF    MANITOBA 


WINNIPEG    19,    MANITOBA 


The  door 
to 

investment 

opportunity 

is  open 
to  you 
at 

James  Richardson  &  Sons 

Established  1857 
INVESTMENT  DEALERS 


EXECUTIVE  OFFICES  — WINNIPEG 
MONTREAL  •  OTTAWA  •  TORONTO 
WINNIPEG  •  CALGARY  •  EDMONTON 
VANCOUVER  •  VICTORIA  •  PRINCE  GEORGE 
LETHBRIDGE  •  MEDICINE  HAT  •  REGINA 
SASKATOON  •  MOOSE  JAW  •  SWIFT 
CURRENT  •  BRANDON  •  KENORA  •  LONDOM 
CHATHAM  •  KINGSTON  •  KITCHENER 
LEAMINGTON  •  GALT  •  SIMCOE*  WINDSOR 
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Birchwood  Motors  Ltd. 

2554  Portage  Avenue  at  Moray 

PONTIAC     -     BUICK 
ACADIAN 

"Dedicated  to  the  Best  Customer  Care  in  Town" 


Aikins,  MacAulay, 

Hinch  &  McGavin 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 

WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 
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THE 
G.  McLEAN  COMPANY  iLTD. 

Ti/Ualeiale  Qnaceti 


WINNIPEG 


CONTACT  LENSES 


OPTICAL 
DISPENSING  SERVICE 

Eyeglasses   —   Frames  —   Lenses 

Suite   815   —   Somerset   Bldg. 
294   Portage  Ave.,   Winnipeg   1 

WH  2-6385 


Dependable 

Drug  Store  Service 

McKnig.kt'd 

DRUGS 

101   Sherbrook  St. Ph.  SU  3-0151 

Phone  WHitehall  3-1577 

KUMMEN  -  SHIPMAN  LTD. 

270    FORT   STREET 

Wiring      —     Repairs 
Contractors  —  Engineers 
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COMPLIMENTS 

OF 

YOUR  INVESTORS  MEN  .  .  - 

"your  best  friends  financially' 


Investors 


©  yon  (s\  0  ©©  ft© 

OF        CANADA,        LIMITED 
HEAD  OFFICE:  WINNIPEG    •    OFFICES  IN  PRINCIPAL  CITIES 


EATON'S    Keeps  Young 

With  Young  Canada 


EATON'S  Proves  Youth  and  Tradition  can  be  Combined! 

These  young  people  are  actually  the  representatives  of  an  old  EATON  tradition.  That  of 
being  up  to  date  with  WHAT  you  want  WHEN  you  want  it!  Junior  Councillors  and  Junior 
Executives  are  our  contact  with  you,  keeping  EATON'S  abreast  of  everything  new  and  fresh 
and  original  in  your  world.  From  us,  they  learn  various  aspects  of  merchandising  —  and 
they  have  a  ball  while  they're  at  it!  (Witness  above.)  EATON'S  thanks  your  school's  rep- 
resentatives for  their  efforts  and  interest  this  year,  and  wishes  them,  and  you,  a  happy 
and  successful  future. 

EATON'S  of  CANADA 
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Henderson 

Directories 

Limited 


City    Directory    Publishers 
Phone    453-1446 


419     McMillan     Ave 


Winnipeg      13,      Man 


61 


Compliments 

:           of 

TUXE 

DO    PARK    PHARMACY 

BOXALL'S  TOM  BOY 


840   Corydon   Ave. 


Phone   GL    2-7022      —      We   Deliver 


Avalon  Florists 

Ltd. 


277   Donald  St. 


Winnipeg    1 


Phone  943-9673 
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VALIANT  DODGE 


CejCtfi  ru  TfLaubcutiA 

The  Centre  of  Chrysler  Products 


CHRYSLER  IMPERIAL 


MAIN  STREET  -  NEXT  TO  THE  FEDERAL  BLDG. 


Winnipeg9 s   City  Hydro 

.   .   is   a    $70,000,000   electric   utility   which   is   owned    and   operated   by   the 
City  of  Winnipeg  to  supply  power  to  its  more  than  250,000  citizens. 

.    .   operates  a   Steam  Heating   System   to  supply   steam   for  central  heating 
purposes  to  commercial  customers  in  the  downtown  area  of  the  City. 

.   .   operates   the   Street    Lighting    System    in    the    City    of    Winnipeg,    long 
regarded  as  one  of  the  best  lighted  cities  anywhere. 

.    .   operates    a   Merchandise    Branch    which   sells    and    services   a    complete 
line   of  electrical   appliances,    large   and   small. 


CITY  HYDRO 

55  PRINCESS  STREET,  WINNIPEG  2,  MAN. 
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Our  Best  Wishes  to  the  Graduates 


Canada's  Largest  Retail  Lumber  Organization 


Canada's  Largest  Aytomobile  Dealers 

DOMINION 

MOTORS  LIMITED 

VANCOUVER       •       WINNIPEG       •       TORONTO 


•  LINCOLN    CONTINENTAL 
®    THUNDERBIRD 

•  FORD    GALAXIE 

Satisfaction  or  Money 


•  FAIRLANE 

•  FALCON 

®    FORD    TRUCKS 


64 


T^$nitvl>at!  (tutttpimg. 


INCORPORATED    27?  MAY  1670. 


You'll  Find  All  Your 
Fashion  Needs  Filled 
in  "The  Bay" 

DEB  SHOP 

Looking  for  the  perfect  outfit  that 
"he'll"  notice  on  your  first  date?  Or, 
want  something  smart  to  wow  the  girls 
at  school?  You'll  find  dreamy  date 
dresses,  casual  sports  outfits  and  smart 
school  clothing  in  sizes  that  are  designed 
to  fit  your  teen-age  figure  at  "the  Bay" 
Deb  Shop,  Third  Floor.  Come  in  and 
see  our  collection  of  fashion-right  ap- 
parel,  tomorrow! 


Dominion  Securities 

CORP?*,  limited 

Established  1901 


280  SMITH  ST. 


TELEPHONE  WHitehall  2-3413 
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GRESCENTWOOD 
PHARMACY 

Complete   Line  of  School   Supplies 
and    Cosmetics 

1103  Corydon  Phone  GR  5-6562 


CLAYDON'S 

HARDWARE 

PHOTOGRAPHIC 

ELECTRONIC 

Leonard  H.  Claydon,  Proprietor 

Sherbrook    at    Westminster 


FUEL  OIL 
FREE  Service 

One  Company 
The  REST  of  Roth 


U 


// 


lOitutip&j,  Supply 


Telephone  943-0341 


THE    WINNIPEG    SUPPLY    &    FUEL     LTD. 


Congratulations 


to 


thi 


Graduates 
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GHUGKWAGON 

GRILL 


THE    HOUSE    OF 
GOOD      FOOD 


FAMOUS  for  STEAKS 


63  SHERBROOK  ST. 


WINNIPEG 


AIR     CONDITIONED 


CONSOLIDATED 
PLATE  GLASS 

(WESTERN)  LTD, 

450  DESCHAMBAULT   STREET 

ST.  BONIFACE 


CEdar   3-1461 


Bearing  &  Automotive 
Wholesale  Co. 

CARMAN,  MANITOBA 


FOR  A   GIFT 

THAT   IS 
DIFFERENT 


The  Candle  Shop 


160  Stafford  St. 
Phone  GL  2-1720 
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MACIVER  -  NANTON 

TOYS 


•TT3 


TELEPHONE   489-9065 


Tuxedo  Park  Shopping  Centre 


2520   CORYDON    AVE.  WINNIPEG.    29 
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RALPH'S  FOOD  CENTRE 

R.  Gatehouse,  Proprietor 

"Meats 
that  Satisfy" 

Phones:   GRover   5-6145  —  GLobe  3-3495 
671  Corydon  Ave. 


"Ladies'  Wearing  Apparel" 

LEE  KEPRON  LTD, 

211    Osborne  Street 

Bus.:    GR  5-5907  Res.:    JU   2-5706 

lee    kepron 


TEMPLETON    ENGINEERING 
COMPANY 


HEIGHTS 

Fruit  &  Confectionery 

417  ACADEMY 

RD. 

Finest  Fresh  Produce  The 

Year  Round 

Imported   ine    Foods   & 

Delicacies 

Benson's    Toffees   - 

Caviar 

Twinning's   Teas, 

etc. 

FREE  DELIVERY 

HU  9-2508 

SHOP 

SURVEY'S  UPTOWN 
PHARMACY 


FIRST 


ACADEMY  AT  ASH 

Phone    453-3223 


Compliments   of  .   .   . 

FUREY'S 

SERVICE   STATION 

JIM   FUREY 

"HONEST  GUARANTEED  WORK" 
COMPLETE    AUTO    SERVICE 


Ph.   HU  9-1965 


Lanark  &   Academy 


I 

BLUFBim 

°     SCHOOL    BUS    BODIES 

J.  R 

PHONE 
Steinbach   DA  6-3412 
Winnipeg  GL  3-5422 

b  Friesen  &  Son 

STEINBACH,    MANITOBA 

Ltd. 
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WITH  THE  COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Shelmerdine  Nurseries  Ltd. 


SCORER 


BOOKS 


214  KENNEDY  STREET 
PHONE  WHitehall  3-2117 
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COMPLIMENTS 

JAS. 

1. 

MUNRO  GRAIN  CO. 

GRAIN    EXCHANGE 
WINNIPEG 

LTD. 

When  It  Comes  To  Photographs 
Your  Best  Friends  Are 


Barney  and  Arthur 


Always  on  Top 
of  KRESEG'S 


The  Mackenzie  Storage  Limited 

CARTAGE    -     DISTRIBUTION     -    FORWARDING 
830   KING   EDWARD  ST. 

"Modern   Warehouse   Facilities" 

WINNIPEG  CANADA 
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BGCADWAy 

PHARMACY 

Sam    Diamond,    Prop. 
"Motorized    City   Wide    Delivery" 


Phones:   SU  3-0150  -  3-5665 


618  BROADWAY   AVE. 
Winnipeg   1,   Man. 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  .  . 

DUTCH  MILL  FLORISTS 

Owned  and  managed  by 
Mrs.   F.   BROOKE   ARMSTRONG 

Phone  SP  4-5539 

126   Sherbrook    Street  Winnipeg 


DUNN'S  FOOD  MARKET 


GOV'T.    GRADED    MEATS     FISH    —    POULTRY 

GROCERIES    and     FRUIT 


2    Deliveries   Daily  —   Morning    and   Afternoon 

Phone  GLobe  2-2101 
438    Academy    Road  Winnipeg 


THOMPSON, 

DILTS, 

JONES, 

HALL 

& 

DEWAR 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 

* 

503  ELECTRIC  RAILWAY  CHAMBERS 

WINNIPEG 

2 

MANITOBA 
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"J amnion    Csntiz 

250  Kennedy  Street 

'Always  the  Newest  in  Fashions' 

• 

Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building 

Phone  WH  2-4144 


Service  on  All  Makes  of 

Television  &  Radios  -  Sound  Equipment 

Aerials    Installed  -  Tape   &   Wire   Recorders 

Car  Radios  -  Record  Changers 

FREEMAN 

Television  &  Radio  Services 

1346  Main  St.   (at  Cathedral),  Winnipeg 
PHONE    JUstice   9-6363 


THE  GIFT  IN  THE 

Birks  Blue  Box 

Given   with   Pride 
.    .    .   Received   with    Pleasure 

BlRKS 

JEWELLERS 

Portage  Ave.   at   Smith   St. 
and   Polo    Park 


COMPLIMENTS 

OF 

A 

FRIEND 
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STAFFORD 
SODA  BAR 


168  STAFFORD  ST. 
WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 


RAMSAY    MATTHEWS    LTD. 

103  MEDICAL  ARTS 
WH  2-3523 


Glasses   of 

Quality  for  The   Young 

Lady 


See  Our  Stylists 


For  All  Your  School  Sewing  Needs 

SINGER 

SEWIN6  MACHINE 

COMPANY 

PHONE  WH  2-5101 

424    Portage    Avenue  Winnipeg,    Man. 


Prairie  Crocus  Hasti-Notes 

(12   in    a   Box) 
MANITOBA'S  FLORAL  EMBLEM 

For  Sale   by: 

EATON'S    STATIONERY    DEPT. 
CANADIAN    HANDICRAFTS   GUILD 
CRAFT-CORNER,  442  ACADEMY  RD. 
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ARTISTS 

PHOTOGRAPHERS 
PHOTOENGR AVERS 


Notre  Dame  and  Langside 

SPruce  4-5471 


OF       WINNIPEG       LIMITED 


A    COMPLETE 

ADVERTISING 

SERVICE 


flower  shop 


phone  SPruce  2-5564 

495  ellice  avenue, 
Winnipeg  2,  manitoba 


Foi 


"AN  ADVENTURE 
IN  GOOD  EATING" 

THE 

TOWN  N'  COUNTRY 

317    Kenedy    St. 


White  Gross  Beauty  Shop 

Hair    Styling    -   Tinting 
Cold-Waving    -    Haircutting 

By  MYRTLE 

For   Appointment 
SP   4-6511    —    Local   641 
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!        (omp!i  merits 

\                of 

PIONEER    GRAIN    CO. 

Best  Wishes  to  the  Graduates! 


Smith,  Vincent  &  Co.  Ltd 

9  1 9  Grain  Exchange 
Winnipeg,  Canada 
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f\ 

J.  H.  Stephenson  ltd. 

<J 

ENGINEERS          AND 
MANUFACTURERS 

WINNIPEG      -      REGINA     -      CALGARY     -      EDMONTON 

Iii  The 


Interests 


of 


Education 


ANON. 


Visit 


The  Winnipeg  Art  Gallery 

CIVIC   AUDITORIUM 

WEEKDAY  ~  10  a.m.  -  5  p.m. 
SUNDAYS   —      2  p.m.  -  5  p.m. 


ART     IS     FOR     EVERYONE 
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RISP0IR 

OF  CAP  A  DA  LTD. 


DISTRIBUTORS,  MFGR'S'  AGENTS 


VANCOUVER  EDMONTON  REGINA  WINNIPEG 


PreAcHptfoHA** 


bif  Htuwaif 


Angus  W.   Murray,    Prescription   Pharmacist 


STAFFORD  at  GROSVENOR 


PHONE  GL  2-2201 
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HARDY  &  BUCHANAN 


QtaceiieA  and  Meat*. 


167  Stafford  Street 


Phone  GL  2-2216 


WINNIPEG'S    FINEST 
TAXI  SERVICE 


GCCSVENCC 

TAXI 


Phone  GL  2-5511    -  GL  2-5553 

COURTESY  and  SERVICE 

Two-Way   Radio   Communication 
Special  Rates  on  Country  Trips 


Model   Railroad  and  Hobby   Supplies 


CCM 

Headquarters 

NEW    BIKES 

• 
REPAIRS 

• 
SERVICE 


N.    Qaaclt 

The  Bicycle   Specialist 

Phone    772-0654 

614  PORTAGE  AVE.  at  FURBY  ST. 


GRANT  INDUSTRIES  LTD. 

Manufacturers  &  Distributors 

"ZONOLITE"    Brand    Insulation 

760  WALL  STREET  WINNIPEG,  MAN. 
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Compliments    of    .    .    . 

K.    A.    Powell   (Canada)    Ltd 

GRAIN    MERCHANTS 


GRAIN    EXCHANGE 

Winnipeg  —  Manitoba 
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When  TOMORROW 
becomes  TOD  A  Y! 


Graduation  .  .  .  and  the  years  of  school  are  behind  you  .  .  . 

the  years  of  expectation  and  accomplishment  are  ahead. 

Today  you  proceed  to  new  challenges  and  responsibilities,  and 

we  wish  you  well.  Education  has  armed  you  for 

the  future — the  future  that  is  now  in  your  hands.  Today. 

POWELL  EQUIPMENT  CO.  LTD. 
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PHONE   WHitehall   2-5328 

Oral  Arts  Dental  Clinic 

R.    KELLY 

203  PROFESSIONAL  BUILDING 

407 

Graham  Avenue                                  Winnipeg    1, 

Man. 

Compliments   of  .  .  . 


McCabe  Grain  Company 

Limited 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG 
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For  Gifts  of  Distinction  Shop  At   .   . 


416 
Graham 
Avenue 

WH    2-0186 

WINNIPEG 


the  home  at 

crystal 

splendom 


R.  SANTA  FURS 

Furs    Remodelled,    Repaired,    Stored 

NEW    FUR   COATS 

JACKETS   —    STOLES 

Ready    Made    or    To   Order 

Phone    475-5780 

Phone  GL  2-3390 


METRO  GLEANERS 


QUALITY  WORK   -  HOURLY   SERVICE 


922   Grosvenor   at   Stafford  Winnipeg   9 


Your   Neighbourhood   Florist 


McDiarmid  Rowers  Ltd. 


933   Grosvenor   Ave. 


Phone  GL  2-5421 


MALLON  OPTIGAL 

Telephone  WHitehall   2-77118 

405  Graham  Avenue 
Opposite  Medical  Arts  Bldg. 


Compliments  of   .   .   . 

Edward  A.  Lemon 

INSURANCE 

400  -  360  BROADWAY   AVE.,  WINNIPEG   1 
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Compliments  of   .   .   . 

HUNT  &  HUNT 

BARRISTERS,    SOLICITORS, 

NOTARIES    PUBLIC 

* 

WINNIPEG                     MANITOBA 

HOBBIES 
HANDICRAFTS 


ail    your: 
TOY 

HOBBY    & 
HANDICRAFT 
NEEDS 

Two  Stores  Now   to  Serve  You   — 
545  Academy  Rd.  (at  Lanark) 
HU  9-6270 

920  Grosvenor  Ave.  (at  Stafford) 
GL  2-1241 

Make  Leisure  time  .  .  .  Pleasure  Time 


O^P/l/t     .     .     . 


COIFFURE      STYLIST 


WINNPEG, 


MANITOBA 


* 

265  Kennedy  Street 

1701   Corydon  Ave. 

WHitehall  3-1146  —  3-8977 

HUdson  9-6154  -   9-7527 
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THERE  ARE  FIVE  TESTS  OF  THE 
EVIDENCE  OF  EDUCATION: 

— Correctness  and  precision  in  the  use  of  the  mother  tongue; 

— Refined  and  gentle  manners,  the  result  of  fixed  habits  of  thought  and  action; 

— Sound  standards   of  appreciation   of  beauty   and  of  worth,   and   a   character 
based  on  those  standards; 

— Power  and  habit  of  reflection; 

— Efficiency  or  the  power  to  do. 

— Nicholas   Murray   Butler. 


MANITOBA  POOL  ElfVAlQRS 


THE  CHARLESWOOD  AIDING   CLUB  OFFERS: 

•  One  hundred  acres  of  unspoiled  riding  country. 

•  A  Riding  Hall  complete  with  viewing   room  and  lounge. 

•  Excellent  stabling   facilities  for  the  boarding   of   horses. 

•  Club  horses  for  those  who  do  not  own  a  horse. 

Instruction  in  English  Riding  by: 

Major  Severyn  R.  Kulesza,  V.M. 
Olympic  Silver  Medalist 

Instruction  in  Western  Riding  by: 
Mr.  Grant  Walker 

Arrangements  for  Club  Memberships,  boarding  of  horses  and  instruction  can 
be  made  by  calling  the  Manager,  Mr.  Grant  Walker  —  VE  7-5082. 

CHARLESWOOD  RIDING  CLUB  LIMITED 

(Roblin  Blvd.,  1  mile  west  of  Perimeter  Highway) 
Group  5,  Box  7,  R.R.  1,  Headingley 


This  space  has  been  made  available  for 

A  utographs 

with  the  compliments  of  a  friend  of  Balmoral  Hall 


Congratulations  to  the   Graduates 


OVERSEAS  EDUCATION  LEAGUE 

Lilian  Watson  Travel  Service 

STUDENTS' 

TRAVEL  SERVICE 

SEA  -  LAND  -  AIR 

Representative  for 

GIBB-MACFARLANE    STUDENT    TOURS 

Phone    942-2819 
240   Somerset    Bldg.  Winnipeg    1 


Snell's  Drug  Store 


G.    H.    EDMONDS 


Cor.  Queenston  and  Academy 


PHONE  489-155 
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